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Just  as  the  two  reached  the  front  of  Flannigan’s  place,  a  startling  thing  happened.  A  man  in  the 
doorway  suddenly  raised  a  revolver,  and  fired  point  blank  at  the  breast  of  Young  Wild  West. 
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YOUNG  WILD  WEST’S 


A  RED  MAN  WITH  A  WHITE  HEART 

By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


*  CHAPTER  I. 

IN,  THE  CAVE. 

“  Whoc-hoo-whoohoowhoo!  ” 

It  was  the  war-cry  of  a  Sioux  warrior  that  rang  out  on  the 
still  night  air. 

Just  before  it  the  utmost  silence  had  prevailed,  and  the 
party  of  four  who  had  sought  the  refuge  of  a  cave  on  the 
mountain-side  to  get  out  of  the  misty  rain  that  was  falling 
.*  seized  their  rifles  and  sprang  to  their  feet  in  alarm. 

The  scene  was  in  the  mountains  that  divided  the  Territories 
of  Wyoming  and  Dakota,  and  the  time  was  the  supimer  of 
1877. 

*  The  Sioux  Indians  had  been  very  troublesqme  of  late,  as 
they  had  just  returned  from  the  borders  of  Canada,  where 
they  had  been  driven  by  the  United  States  soldiers  after  the 

*  terrible  massacre  of  General  George  A.  Custer  and  his  band. 

It  had  become  rumored  around  the  town  of  Weston  that 
Sitting  Bull  himself  was  in  the  mountains,  planning  fresh 
depredations  to  be  committed  on  the  palefaces  who  had  en¬ 
tered  the  Sioux  reservation  in  search  of  gold. 

Sitting  Bull  had  hurled  defiance  at  the  Government,  and 

*  when  finally  terms  of  peace  had  been  offered  him,  he  would 
not  believe  that  the  “Great  Father  at  Washington,”  as  he 
called  the  President,  was  sincere. 

But  after  a  while  he  concluded  to  take  the  risk,  and  so  the 
4  march  was  made  back  to  the  hills  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Little 
Big  Horn,  the  favorite  abiding  place  of  the  fierce  and  war¬ 
like  Sioux.  . 

A  regiment  of  cavalry  were  in  camp  just  outside  of  Weston,  i 
on  the  road  that  led  to  Spondulicks,  one  of  the  most  thriving  j 
towns  in  Western  Dakota  at  that  time. 

General  Radson,  the  commander  of  the  regiment,  had  en¬ 
listed  the  services  of  Young  Wild  West,  Cheyenne  Charlie, 
Jin.  Dart  and  Jack  Robedee,  four  of  the  best  known  scouts 
_  In  the  Indian  country. 

Young  Wild  West  and  Jim  Dart  were  nothing  more  than 
boys  in  age.  as  neither  of  them  had  passed  nineteen  yet. 

But  they  had  had  lots  of  experience,  and  had  become  noto- 
nou-  for  the  good  they  had  done  in  hunting  out  hostile  Indians 
%  and  renegade  white  men. 

Young  Wild  West  was  really  the  main  one  in  the  four. 

He  was  handsome  and  straight  as  an  arrow,  and  had  a 
w*»lth  of  chestnut  hair  hanging  over  his  shoulders. 

He  cad  never  been  known  to  do  a  wrong  thing  in  his  life, 
and  r,<  v. ax  admitted  to  be  the  champion  deadshot  of  the  West 
a ’  r  one  who  kn«*w  him,  even  to  his  enemies. 

But  be  •' as  more  spoken  of  as  the  prince  of  the  saddle  than 
tnj  other  name. 


The  four  were  partners  in  the  •mining  business  at  Weston, 
and  through  the  good  luck  of  Young  Wild  West  they  had  grown 
rich. 

It  was  this  quartet  who  had  taken  refuge  in  (he  cave  and 
had  been  disturbed  by  the  war-whoop  of  a  Sioux  warrior  just 
when  they  thought  they  were  safe  for  the  balance  of  the 
night. 

We  say  balance  of  the  night,  because  it  was  already  past 
midnight,  and  they  had  given  up  the  idea  of  reaching  the 
camp  of  the  cavalrymen  until  after  daylight. 

“The  redskins  have  located  us.  1  guess,"  said  Young  Wild 
West,  as  he  leaned  in  a  listening  attitude,  after  springing  to 
his  feet. 

“That's  what’s  the  matter,”  nodded  Cheyenne  Charlie,  twist¬ 
ing  his  black  beard  nervously.  “I  didn’t  think  they  would  be 
able  to  foller  our  trail  after  ther  rain  set  in.” 

“Well,  they  have  followed  us  here,  but  they  haven't  got  us 
yet,"  spoke  up  young  Jim  Dart,  with  an  air  of  determination. 

“That's  right,  Jim!”  exclaimed  Jack  Robedee.  “They  ain't 
got  us  yet,  an’  I  reckon  a  few  of  'em  will  bite  -ther  dust  afore 
they  do  git  us!  We’ve  found  out  a  whole  lot  to-night,  an’  we 
must  git.  to  ther  camp  to  tell  General  Radson  about  it.  Ther 
Sioux  ain’t  goin’  to  stop  us,  either.” 

A  smile  of  satisfaction  played  around  the  lips  of  handsome 
Young  Wild  West  as  he  listened  to  this  remark. 

He  had  three  of  the  bravest  companions  in  the  world,  and 
no  one  knewr  it  better  than  he. 

If  he  had  given  the  word  just  then  to  go  out  and  engage  the 
Indian  who  had  uttered  the  war-whoop  they  would  not  have 
I  hesitated  to  do  so. 

What  Young  Wild  West  said  was  law  with  them. 

He  had  carried  them  tnrough  many  tight  places  by  his  keen 
knowledge  of  woodcraft  and  ever-ready  wit. 

“You  know  what  that  cry  means?"  he  said  questioningly  to 
his  partners. 

“Yes,”  answered  Cheyenne  Charlie;  “it  means  that  they 
have  located  us  an’  are  goin*  to  attack  us." 

“That  is  it  exactly.  They  are  confident  that  they've  got  us 
in  a  trap,  and  the  fellow  who  ultered  that  cry  did  it  to  let  his 
followers  know  it.  Now,  let  them  come!” 

The  four  had  dropped  upon  the  cave  by  accident. 

Though  they  were  pretty  well  acquainted  with  that  part  of 
the  country,  they  had  never  known  of  its  existence  before. 

That  signified  that  there  mu3t  have  been  a  landslide  recently 
and  brought  It  to  light. 

It  was  as  dark  as  a  pocket  in  the  place,  and  they  really  did 
not  know  how  far  the  cave  extended. 

But  the  opening  being  small,  Young  Wild  West  was  confi¬ 
dent.  that,  before  the  Indians  got  in  there  to  kill  or  ca^luro 
them,  they  would  lose  many  of  their  men. 
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Wild  and  Jim  stood  at  one  side  of  the  opening,  and  Charlie 
and  Jack  at  the  other. 

Four  trusty  rifles  would  begin  to  belch  fire  as  scon  as  the 
red  men  approached  near  enough  to  be  located. 

An  interval  of  perhaps  a  minute  followed  the  war-cry,  and 
then  it  was  repeated. 

But  this  time  it  sounded  farther  away,  and  the  four  were 
a  little  puzzled. 

Just  then  the  neigh  of  'a  horse  sounded,  and  then  Young 
Wild  West  gave  a  start. 

They  had  left  their  horses  at  the  camp  to  come  out  on  a 
'scout  and  find  out  what  the  Indians  were  up  to,  and  if  our 
hero  was  not  very  much  mistaken  the  animal  that  had  just 
neighed  was  his  sorrel  stallion  Spitfire. 

The  animal  had  been  known  to  follow  him  before,  and  he 
at  once  came  to  the  conclusion  that  Spitfire  had  broken  loose 
iin  some  way  and  come  in  search  of  him. 

“That  is  my  horse,  I  am  sure,"  he  whispered  to  his  com¬ 
panions.  “Now,  I  guess  I  know  what  the  cries  meant.  The 
[redskins  found  Spitfire,  and  were  so  elated  that  they  could 
not  restain  letting  out  their  whar-whoop.  They  don’t  know 
we  are  here,  but  imagine  that  I  must  be  around  somewhere. 
Old  Purple  Face  knows  Spitfire,  you  know.” 

“I  reckon  he  does,”  said  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “He  found  that 
out  yesterday  when  he  tried  to  catch  you.  He  must  be  mighty 
jpleased  at  gittin’  hold  of  ther  stallion.” 

“No  doubt;  but  I  don’t  think  he  will  keep  him  very  long. 
I  will  risk  my  life  to  get  Spitfire  back.  There  never  was  a 
horse  as  good  as  him,  and  as  he  is  not  much  more  than  a  colt, 
he  will  be  a  wonder  for  several  years  yet.  They  have  got  him 
now,  but  they  won’t  have  him  very  long.” 

The  four  now  listened  to  hear  what,  was  going  on  outside. 

They  could  hear  the  captured  horse  trying^  to  get  away,  and 
a  smile  crept  over  Wild’s  face  as  he  though  what  the  animal 
would  be  apt  to  do  if  any  of  The  redskins  happened  to  get  with¬ 
in  range  of  his  heels. 

Presently  they  could  hear  the  horse  being  led  right  toward 
the  cave. 

The  next  minute  they  could  hear  the  guttural  voices  of  a 
couple  of  the  Indians,  also. 

They  were  conversing  in  their  own  language,  and  Wild  and 
Charlie,  being  pretty  well  acquainted  with  the  language,  soon 
heard  enough  to  learn  that  their  presence  in  the  vicinity  was 
now  known.  I 

“Young  Wild  West’s  horse,"  one  of  them  said.  “Young 
Wild  West  must  be  around  somewhere.  We  must  find  him.” 

“Yes;  we  must  find  him.  We  will  go  and  tell  Purple  Face 
first,  and  then  go  and  find  the  paleface  brave.  Purple  Face 
likes  Young  Wild  West’s  horse.  He  will  be  glad.” 

Our  hero  nudged  the  scout  at  this. 

Then  he  crept  out  of  the  cave  and  started  toward  the  two 
unsuspecting  braves. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  followed  him  closely,  and  then  came  Jim 
and  Jack. 

Wild  had  not  signified  that  he  wanted  the  latter  two  to  go 
!with  him,  but  they  felt  that  they  would  get  near  enough  to 
assist  in  case  they  were  wanted. 

They  were  quite  certain  that  there  were  more  than  two  of 
the  Sioux  in  the  vicinity. 

Meanwhile,  Wild  and  Charlie  rapidly  neared  the  two  red- 
,  skins,  who  were  having  considerable  of  a  time  in  holding  the 
horse. 

Suddenly  the  handsome  creature  gave  a  whinny  of  recogni¬ 
tion. 

His  sharp  ears  had  heard  some  one  approaching,  and  his 
wonderful  instinct  told  him  that  it  was  his  master. 

The  Indians  must  have  understood  what  the  whinny  meant, 
for  they  remained  strangely  silent. 

Wild  and  the  scout  were  within  ten  feet  of  them  now. 

Wild  paused  long  enough  to  allow  his  companion  to  get 
alongside  of  him. 

“We  must  down  them!”  he  whispered.  “Now!” 

The  next  instant  they  were  upon  their  feet  and  upon  the  In¬ 
dians. 

Two  quick  thuds  sounded,  and  down  went  the  surprised  red 
men  from  blows  from  the  butts  of  our  two  friends’  revolvers. 

They  knew  just  where  and  how  to  strike,  and  neither  of 
them  made  a  miss  of  it. 

The  horse  gave  a  neigh,  and  rubbed  his  nose  against  our 
hero’s  shoulder. 

Wild  eave  him  a  couple  of  strokes,  and  then  he  was  per- 
lrrt]y  silent. 

Jim  and  Jack  had  now  reached  the  scene,  and  without  a 


word  they  took  hold  of  the  fallen  Indians  and  started  to  drag 
them  back  into  the  cave. 

This  was  just  what  Young  Wild  West  wanted  done  with 
them,  for  he  knew  they  were  simply  unconscious  and  would 
soon  come  to. 

“What  are  you  goin’  to  do  with  ther  horse?"  asked  Charlie, 
in  a  whisper. 

“Keep  him  here  with  us  till  daylight,”  was  the  reply.  “It 
is  too  dark  for  us  to  start  for  the  camp  now,  and,  besides,  the 
Indians  are  no  doubt  all  around  us.  We  are  safer  here  than 
anywhere  else  within  a  mile,  I  think.” 

“That’s  so.” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  now  made  his  way  back  to  the  cave,  and 
Wild  followed,  leading  the  sorrel  steed  by  the  broken  halter 
that  was  on  him.  ^ 

The  opening  was  large  enough  to  admit  the  horse,  and  once 
in  the  cave,  Wild  tied  him  to  a  jutting  piece  of  rock. 

Meanwhile,  Jim  and  Jack  were  busy  binding  and  gagging  the 
two  Indians.  ,v  _  , 

One  had  just  come  to,  and  Jim  had  managed  to  stop  up  his 
mouth  in  time  to  prevent  him  from  uttering  a  cry. 

Wild  took  the  risk  of  lighting  a  match  now. 

In  going  out  he  had  noticed  that  they  had  to  make,  a  sharp 
turn  to  the  left,  and  that  there  were  high  rocks  on  either  side 
that  would  make  it  almost  impossible  for  the  flame  to  be  seen, 
unless  the  person  who  saw  it  was  within  a  few  feet  of  the 
cave. 

The  boy  wanted  to  see  just  what  sort  of  a  place  they  were 
in. 

He  had  just  lighted  the  match  when  a  scurrying  sound  came 
from  the  back  of  the  cave. 

It  sounded  as  though  some  one  was  running  away. 

Instantly  he  started  in  pursuit. 

It  struck  all  hands  that  there  must  be  another  entrance  to 
the  cave. 

And  it  must  certainly  be  one  of  the  Indians  who  had  been 
spying  upon  them. 

Young  Wild  West,  knife  in  hand,  crept  rapidly  toward  the 
spot  the  sounds  had  come  from. 

The  sounds  of  receding  footsteps  had  ceased,  but  he  could 
hear  something  that  sounded  very  much  like  a  person  breath¬ 
ing. 

As  noiseless  as  a  cat  he  crept  into  the  interior  of  the  place. 

He  could  not  see  his  hand  before  his  face,  if  he  were  to  try, 
so  inky  was  the  darkness. 

Without  the  least  hesitation  the  brave  young  fellow  crept  , 
on.  ' 

The  Wreathing  could  be  heard  plainer  all  the  time,  and  sud¬ 
denly  it  occurred  to  him  that  it  did  not  sound  as  though  it 
came  from  a  ntan 

Before  he  had  time  to  consider  any  farther  a  startling  thing 
occurred. 

A  lithe  body  leaped  through  the  darkness  and  landed  almost 
squarely  upon  him. 

Wild  was  not  expecting  such  a  move,  but  he  was  equal  to 
it,  for  he  rolled  over  as  he  was  borne  to  the  ground  and  struck 
a  quick  blow  with  his  knife. 

A  fierce  growl  then  rang  out,  and  he  knew  that  his  assailant  w 
was  a  beast — a  mountain  lion,  perhaps. 

“Light  a  match!”  he  cried,  as  he  gave  another  roll  just  in 
time  to  miss  being  again  leaped  upon  by  the  animal. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  in  the  act  of  doing  this  the  very  in-  | 
stant  he  heard  the  growl.  V 

As  the  flickering  flame  lighted  the  somber  darkness  of  the 
cave  Young  Wild  West  shot  his  knife  forward. 

This  time  he  saw  what  he  was  striking  at. 

The  sharp-pointed  blade  entered  the  beast’s  throat  and  sank 
deep  into  its  shoulder  blade. 

The  fierce  animal  had  received  its  death  blow,  but  was  full 
of  fight  yet. 

Once  more  it  leaped  toward  the  brave  boy,  and  once  again  ho 
rolled  out  of  the  way.  ^ 

Charlie  was  upon  the  spot  now,  and  he  was  just  about  to 
plunge  his  knife  into  the  lion  when  it  dropped  to  the  ground 
and  gave  up  the  ghost. 

“Whew!”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West,  as  he  gave  a  sigh  - 
of  relief  and  arose  to  his  feet.  "That  fellow  was  worse  than 
an  Indian.  I  had  no  idea  It  was  a  catamount.  His  sharp 
claws  ripped  the  sleeve  from  my  coat  too  quirk  for  anything  * 
“Did  it  tear  your  arm  any?”  Jim  asked  anxiously. 

“Nothing  to  speak  of,”  was  the  reply.  “I _ - 

Before  our  hero  could  finish  what  he  was  going  to  say  there 
was  the  sound  of  rushing  feet,  followed  by  a  wild  >  ell.  v.  »l 
the  next  moment  a  swarm  of  Indians  burst  into  the  cave. 
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One  of  the  copper-skinned  invaders  carried  a  burning  brand, 
ami  this  cave  our  four  friends  a  chance  that  their  foes  had 

*  not  counted  on. 

The  palefaces  could  see  them  quite  plainly,  while  they  were 
hidden  in  the  darkness. 

Crack!  Crack:  Crack!  Crack! 

Four  shots  rang  out,  and  as  many  of  the  Indians  dropped 

to  the  ground. 

Then  Wild  and  his  partuers  immediately  shifted  their  quar¬ 
ters. 

The  redskins  fired  half  a  dozen  shots  without  effect,  and 
then  four  more  shots  rang  out  almost  as  one. 

Again  the  surprised  scouts  shifted  their  positions. 

But  there  was  uo  victory  for  either  side  yet. 


CHAPTER  II. 

SOME  QUEEB  HAPPENINGS. 

A 

The  redskin  carrying  the  burning  brand  suddenly  realized 
that  he  was  showing  the  palefaces  where  they  were,  so  they 
had  good  targets  to  shoot  at. 

As  soon  as  this  came  to  him,  he  hurled  it  back  into  the 
cave. 

It  struck  a  projecting  wall  of  rock,  and  the  sparks  were 
scattered  around  so  the  whole  interior  of  the  cave  was  lighted 
for  the  space  of  a  few  seconds. 

There  were  about  a  dozen  of  the  Indians  inside  and  more 
waiting  to  get  a  chance  to  get  in. 

Some  of  them  saw  the  prisoners  crawling  back  into  the 
rather  wide  mouth  of  the  passage,  and  others  saw’  Wild's 
«  horse. 

The  sight  of  both  brought  a  series  of  yells  of  satisfaction 
from  their  lips.  v 

As  if  bent  on  taking  them  alive,  the  warriors  made  a  com- 

*  bined  rush  for  the  four. 

Our  friends  fired  another  volley  into  their  ranks  and  then 
took  to  their  heels. 

The  light  from  the  scattered  embers  of  the  firebrand  had 
shown  them  a  passage  leading  from  the  rear  of  the  cave,  and 
they  did  not  hesitate  to  take  refuge  in  it. 

It  was  this  place  that  the  mountain  lion  had  come  from, 
and  it  was  just  possible  that  the  mate  of  the  slain  beast  might 
be  in  there. 

But  that  made  no  difference  to  the  brave  scouts  just  then. 

•  They  were  outnumbered  five  to  one,  and  the  only  tiling  for 
them  to  do  was  to  get  to  a  place  where  they  could  hold  them 
at  bay. 

Had  it  not  been  for  the  mountain  lion  the  Indians  would 
«  never  have  got  into  the  cave  at  all. 

They  would  have  been  shot  down  as  fast  as  they  tried  to 

enter. 

But  the  brief  fight  between  Wild  and  the  savage  beast  at¬ 
tracted  the  attention  of  his  three  partners,  and  it  was  during 
that  time  that  the  reds  made  the  rush  into  the  cave. 

“Keep  right  on  going,”  said  Wild  to  his  friends,  speaking  in 
a  very  low  tone.  ”it  strikes  me  that  we  may  be  able  to  get 
out  by  another  way.  If  we  can  find  such  a  way  we  will  be 

#  able  to  fool  the  Indians,  after  all.” 

They  had  net  gc no  more  than  fifty  feet,  however,  before 
they  were  compelled  to  stoop  to  get  through  the  passage  they 
hud  discovered  in  such  a  peculiar  way. 

But  it  was  plenty  wide  enough  to  allow’  them  to  pass  two 
4  abreast,  to  they  kept  right  on. 

Ar.ri  the  best  part  of  it  was  that  the  redskins  were  not  fol¬ 
lowing  them.  *  . 

They  had  not  learned  yet  that  there  was  a  passage  leading 
from  the  rear  of  the  cave. 

jack  P.  /Dedee  was  a  trifle  in  advance  of  the  others,  and  sud- 
(b  iiiy  he  gave  a  sharp  cry  of  warning. 

At  the  oame  time  his  companions  heard  a  tattling  of  stones 
and  loosened  dirt. 

e  .  !d  had  been  next  to  Jack,  and  as  he  reached  out  to  try 
f  an  i  fat  h  him,  the  ground  caved  from  beneath  his  feet  and 
/.<  v. •  n t  down  like  a  shot  lor  about  a  dozen  feet. 

U./i  f ift  struck  upon  a  slippery  wall  of  rock  that  was  at 
m  angle,  and  though  he  did  his  best  to  stay  where  he  landed, 

*  h*-  *.  Hi  til  ling  down,  and  unable  to  keep  his  balance,  he  turn- 
l  r,**d  over  and  ov*m,  as  though  be  was  nothing  more  than  a  sack 

of  potato*'.. 

7  j, # r  y.  nothing  that  he  could  grasp  to  get  a  hold  upon, 
f  h. A  down  m  a eiit  for  almost  a  hundred  feet. 

.tan  be  brought  up  b  ii  a  thud  in  ft  b»d  of  yielding  Kind. 

■>!/!  v  r  !'p<  <1.  "That  war,  about  the  worst  tumble  1  ever 

b.*4  la  life! " 


Just  then  a  hand  touched  him  and  the  voice  of  Jack  ex¬ 
claimed: 

“Where  are  we,  anyhow?” 

Robedee  spoke  in  a  dazed  manner,  showing  that  the  tumble 
had  muddled  him  considerably. 

“That  is  more  than  1  can  say,”  Wild  replied,  quickly  pulling 
himself  together. 

The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  his  lips  wrhen  they  heard  a 
shower  of  dirt  and  stones  coming  down  the  chute-like  place. 

Both  got  out  of  the  way  in  short  order. 

The  next  moment  Charlie  and  Jim  landed  in  a  confused 
heap  at  their  feet. 

Wild  was  not  sure  it  was  them  until  he  lighted  a  match. 

He  could  not  help  smiling  when  he  saw  the  looks  of  surprise 
on  their  faces. 

“What’s  ther  matter,  anyway?”  asked  Charlie,  as  he  scram¬ 
bled  to  his  feet  and  shook  the  dirt  from  his  clothes. 

“We  come  just  a  little  too  far  back  into  the  passage,  I 
guess,”  replied  Wild. 

“Gee  whiz!  1  reckon  we  did.  You  had  scarcely  disappeared 
when  ther  ground  dropped  right  from  under  us,  an’  then  down 
we  come  after  you.  What  kind  of  a  place  is  this  cave.  I’d 
like  to  know?  1  never  knowed  it  was  here  before,  an’  it  seeins 
as  though  it  must  be  enchanted,  or  somethin’  like  it.” 

“I  guess  it  ain’t  enchanted;  but  it  is  rather  a  peculiar  place, 
though,”  Jim  observed. 

“Never  mind  about  the  enchanted  part  of  it,”  spoke  up  our 
hero.  “The  first  thing  we  know  some  of  the  Indians  will 
come  tumbling  down  the  same  way  we  did.  Have  you  fellows 
got -your  weapons  yet?” 

An  examination  showed  that  Jim  and  Jack  had  lost  their 
rifles  ixi  their  descent,  but  beyond  that  they  had  everything 
they  possessed  when  they  had  tumbled  down. 

The  four  now  stood  on  the  level  rocky  floor  of  the  deep  un¬ 
derground  place  they  had  fallen  in,  waiting  and  listening  for 
some  signs  of  the  Indians. 

They  could  hear  the  faint  hum  of  excited  voices  far  above 
them,  and  presently  a.  burning  firebrand  came  tumbling  down, 

“Ah!”  exclaimed  Young  Wild  West,  as  he  picked  it  up* 
“Just  what  we  want.  I  guess  this  moans  that  the  Sioux  are 
not  coming  down.  They  have  found  where  we  disappeared 
so  suddenly,  and  they  must  have  tossed  this  blazing  stick 
down  to  endeavor  to  see  what  became  of  us.” 

The  stick  was  a  pine  one.  and  it  was  full  of  sap,  so  it 
burned  readily  enough  when  W  ild  held  it  up. 

“We  may  as  well  look  for  a  way  to  got  out  of  here,”  he 
said.  “Come  on!” 

He  knew  it  was  utterly  useless  to  think  of  getting  out  by 
the  way  they  had  come  down,  even  if  the  Indians  were  not 
up  there  to  head  them  off.  so  he  began  to  examine  the  place 
they  had  so  unceremoniously  landed  in. 

In  general  appearance  it  was  much  the  same  as  the  cave 
above,  only  that  it  was  higher  and  larger  in  extent. 

As  Wild  walked  away  from  the  bottom  of  the  chute  he 
suddenly  noticed  that  there  was  a  draught  of  air  coming 
from  somewhere  abend  of  him. 

It  was  so  strong  that  it  fanned  the  burning  pine  stick  into 
a  brighter  blaze. 

This  made  him  hopeful,  for  there  certainly  must  lie  ah 
opening  somewhere  to  cause  such  a  draught. 

As  he  made  his  way  back  the  cave  gradually  narrowed, 
and  tin*  next  instant  lie  felt  the  rain  beating  on  bis  face. 

He  came  to  an  abrupt  halt,  and  thou  involuntarily  took  a 
step  backward. 

And  it  was  lucky  that  he  did  so,  for  he  was  on  the  verge 
of  a  precipice. 

One  step  further  and  he  would  have  gone  over  the  edge. 

That  would  have  been  worse  than  tumbling  down  the 
chute.  * 

“Boys,”  said  lie,  calmly,  “we  can  go  no  further  in  this  di¬ 
rection.  We  may  as  well  stop  right  here  till  morning,  so  we 
can  see  whal  we  are  doing.” 

The  four  hud  certainly  had  a  strange  experience  that 
night. 

They  had  1.  ft  the  camp  of  the  soldiers  shortly  after  dark- 
mss  set  in.  and  had  located  the  Indians  and  found  out  about 
how  many  there  were  of  them. 

It  had  taken  considerable  time  to  do  I  Ids.  and  when  the 
rain  came  up  they  were  on  a  pan  of  the  mountain  that  was 
dang1  rous  to  traverse  in  the  darkness,  as  there  were  so  many 
,iit  falls. 

They  had  been  compelled  to  conn*  around  by  (Ids  route, 
as  the  Sioux  were  ns  thick  as  Mean,  and  il  had  been  with  the 
ul most  difficulty  that  they  broke  through  their  lines, 

ii  would  In*  better  lo  run  the  risk  of  getting  back  to  the 
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cnmp  in  the  daylight  than  it  would  to  tackle  the  task  in  tne 
darkness. 

That  was  why  they  had  resolved  to  stay  in  the  cave  all 
night. 

The  surprises  they  had  met  with  in  the  cave  were  certainly 
enough  to  set  an  ordinary  person  to  thinking. 

And  now  they  were  in  a  cave  that  was  far  down  below  the 
level  of  where  they  entered  the  first  one,  and  a  yawning  preci¬ 
pice  was  right  before  them. 

As  strange  and  unusual  as  this  was.  Young  Wild  West  did 
not  seem  to  be  worried  a  particle. 

When  he  proposed  that  they  remain  right  Avhere  they  were 
till  daylight  came,  he  talked  as  though  they  were  in  no  par¬ 
ticular  dangei\ 

And  his  manner  made  the  others  feel  perfectly  at  their 
ease. 

“There  is  only  one  thing  that  bothers  me,”  observed  Wild, 
after  they  had  found  a  comfortable  place  to  sit  down  out  of 
the  draught,  “and  that  is  my  horse.  1  took  him  from  the 
Indians  once,  and  now  they’ve  got  him  buck  again,  I  sup¬ 
pose.” 

“Well,  they  won’t  hurt  him— that  you  kin  be  sure  of,”  spoke 
nip  Charlie.  “Ther  chief  is  dead  in  love  with  Spitfire,  an’  all 
ther  harm  I  wish  him’  is  that  he’ll  git  chucked  from  ther  sad¬ 
dle  an’  git  his  neck  broke  ther  first  time  he  goes  to  ride  him.” 

“That’s  it!”  exclaimed  Jack. 

“Indian  chiefs  are  generally  capable  of  riding  almost  any 
kind  of  a  horse,  you  know,”  said  Jim.  “It  is  not  likely  that 
Spitfire  will  throw  Purple  Face,  though  he  will  no  doubt  try 
to  do  so.  In  his  wild  state,  when  Wild  first  tamed  him,  he 
would  have  unseated  the  old  redskin  as  fast  as  he  got  upon 
his  back:  but  it  is  different  liow.” 

“That  is  right,"  nodded  our  hero.  “The  stallion  is  now 
as  tame  as  the  general  run  of  his  class,  though  he  don’t  want 
every  one  who  comes  along  to  ride  him.” 

The  four  now  settled  down  to  make  the  best  of  their  wait 
for  daylight. 

They  were  pretty  sure  that  since  the  Indians  had  found 
why  they  had  disappeared  they  would  be  safe  from  them. 

They  would  not  be  likely  to  drop  down  to  search  for  them. 

They  would  no  doubt  think  that  if  they  had  not  been  killed 
by  the  fall  they  would  stay  there  till  they  starved  to  death. 

So  when  Young  Wild  West  dropped  into-  a  doze  a  few  min¬ 
utes  after  he  sat  down  in  a  snug  corner,  the  rest  did  not  try 
to  keep  awake. 

The  result  was  that  all  four  were  soon  In  a  sound  slumber 
that  was  as  refreshing  to  them  as  though  they  had  been 
asleep  in  their  beds  in  Weston. 

It  was  broad  daylight  when  Jim  Dart  awoke. 

He  rubbed  his  eyes  and  then  got  upon  his  feet. 

His  companions  were  still  soundly  sleeping,  and  he  did  not 
bother  to  awaken  them  till  he  had  taken  a  look  around. 

He  stepped  over  to  the  ledge  that  W*ild  had  so  nearly 
stepped  from  when  they  came  to  the  place  the  night  before. 

The  first  thing  he  did  was  to  peer  down  into  the  depths 
of  the  chasm. 

The  bottom  was  so  far  down  that  it  was  dark  there. 

Then  Jim  craned  his  neck  and  looked  upward. 

He  saw  the  brink  of  the  precipice  about  seventy  feet  above 
him. 

He  also  took  note  of  the  fact  that  there  was  no  way  to  get 
up  there. 

Having  convinced  himself  of  this.  Dart  walked  over  to  his 
sleepy  companions  and  roused  them. 

They  got  upon  their  feet  in  short  order. 

“Has  it  stopped  raining?”  asked  Wild. 

“Yes,”  was  the  reply;  “but  it  is  still  overcast.  Wild,  it 
strikes  me  that  we  have  got  to  stay  here.” 

“Got  to  stay  hen*!"  observed  our  hero.  “What  do  you  mean 
by  that?" 

“Step  out  on  the  ledge  there  and  take  a -look  for  yourself.” 

The  prince  of  the  saddle  did  so. 

“We  are  in  a  sort  of  pickle,  I  guess,”  he  observed,  after  he 
had  looked  carefully  at  the  frowning  cliffs  above  the  ledge; 
"but  I  was  never  in  a  place  yet  that  1  dM  not  manage  to 
get  out  of,  so  I  guess  we  will  find  a  way  to-  get  up  there." 

Charlie  and  Jack  then  took  a  look. 

They  could  not  see  the  least  chance  of  getting  up.  but  they 
were  not  discouraged  after  hearing  the  words  of  their  brave 
young  leader. 

From  their  sleep  in  the  rather  damp  place  they  were  stiff 
eued  slightly  In  their  muscles. 

Young  Wild  West  proceeded  to  exercise  himself  by  walking 
about  and  moving  his  arms  after  the  fashion!  of  an  athlete  In 
training. 


The  others  followed  his  example,  and  at  the  expiration 
of  five  minutes  they  had  worked  themselres  ini"  good  sttapd 
and  were  as  hungry  as  bears. 

But  there  was  nothing  to  eat  in  tin*  party,  so  there  was 
nothing  for  them  to  do  but  to  curb  their  hunger  a-  much 
as  possible  and  wait  till  they  got  back  to  the  camp. 

And  that  was  nearly  seven  miles  away. 

Wild  went  out  on  the  ledge  and  again  took  a  look  around. 

He  was  getting  puzzled  to  think  of  a  way  to  get  out  of 
their  predicament. 

As  he  looked  upward  for  the  fourth  or  fifth  time  he  sud¬ 
denly  saw  something  that  caused  him  to  dart  back  into  the 
cave. 

An  Indian  was  being  lowered  down  from  the  top  of  the 
precipice!  a 

This  was  startling  enough  in  itself,  but  the  fact  that  he 
noticed  in  that  brief  glance  that  the  Indian  was  bound  hand 
and  foot  made  it  all  the  more  surprising. 

He  quickly  told  his  companions  what  he  had  seen. 

Then  all  hands  watched  to  see  what  would  happen. 

It  was  several  seconds  before  the  form  of  the  bound  red 
man  appeared  to  their  view. 

Slowly  he  dropped  past  the  mouth  of  the  cave,  and  as  lie 
did  so  they  noticed  that  he  was  gagged,  as  well  as  bound. 

What  could  it  mean? 

The  helpless  Indian  caught  sight  of  them  as  he  went  down, 
and  the  look  that  came  from  his  dark  eyes  was  an  appealing, 
not  to  say  hopeful,  one. 

Ouj.’  friends  remained  perfectly  silent  until  they  saw  the 
rope  come  to  a  standstill. 

“That  beats  anything  1  ever  saw!"  exclaimed  Young  Wild 
West. 

Before  his  companions  could  make  a  reply  to  this  they  heard 
a  yell  of  triumph  aud  satisfaction  from  a  party  of  Sioux 
above  them. 

Then  our  hero  realized  what  it  meant.  i 

“This  fellow  has  been  a  traitor,"  he  said,  “and  they  have 
lowered  him  down  the  face  of  the  precipice  to  let  him  die  by 
degrees  as  a  punishment.  Boys,  we  are  in  luck." 

“Y'e-e-es!"  answered  Jim.  speaking  a  trifle  vaguely,  as  he 
did  not  quite  see  the  point,  but  did  uot  doubt  that  such  was 
the  case,  since  Wild  had  said  it. 

The  rope  they  lowered  the  redskin  down  with  will  get  us 
out  of  our  prison.” 

“Ah!” 

It  came  to  the  three  all  of  a  sudden  then. 

“We  will  Avait  till  they  go  away,  and  then  we  will  haul 
the  fellow  up  here,”  went  on  our  hero. 

“That’s  ther  idea!”  exclaimed  Jack. 

“They  aaJH  not  remain  long,  but  will  come  back  at  inter-  li 
vals  to  enjoy  the  agony  of  their  victim.” 

“Ther  yellin’  has  stopped,  so  1  reckon  I  hey  must  be  lightln* 
out  now,”  sjjoke  up  Charlie. 

Wild  waited  five  minutes,  and  then  he  stepped  over  and 
pulled  the  rope  close  to  the  edge. 

Then  all  hands  got  hold  of  it.  and  the  next  instant  the  un¬ 
happy  redskin  was  hauled  into  the  cave. 


CHAPTER  III. 


THE  SCOUT  GETS  BACK  TO  AVESTOX. 


grateful 


look  as  Wild  removed  tie*  gag 
in  remarkably  good  English: 


is 


1  What 
1 V” 
him 
war 


The  Indian  gave  a 
from  his  mouth,  aud  said 

“Thank  you!” 

"\ou  are  welcome,  I  am  sure.”  was  the  reply, 
the  trouble — some  of  your  own  tribe  gone  back  on  you 

“Yes:  they  hang  Straight  Eye  down  the  cliff  to  let 
die.  They  say  he  a  traitor  because  be  no  want  to  mak* 

Avitb  the  palefaces." 

"So  that  is  ljow  it  is?" 

“Yes:  L  tell  the  truth.  1  am  not  a  bad  Indian.  1  have  ! 
been  to  the  paleface  school  and  the  church.  I  can  read  the 
language  of  the  white  man.  and  1  know  the  difference  lie-  ’ 
tween  right  and  wrong.  1  come  to  see  my  brother  Purple 
Face  tAvo  weejvs  ago.  and  when  he  make  war  with  tin*  *ol- 
diers  l  not  go  buck,  because  I  afraid  that  the  soldiers  shoot 
me.  1  try  to  make  my  brother  stop  lighting,  hut  he  ts  a 
bad  Indian,  aud  he  say  that  If  I  don’t  tight  with  him  he  kid 
me.  He  told  uie  that  in  two  weeks  I  must  die  a  stow  death 
If  I  did  not  agree  to  help  him  whip  the  palefaces  aud  hum 
their  houses." 

"And  the  two  weeks  were  up  this  mottling  i*  that  tt.* 
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questioned  our  hero,  who  was  half  inclined  to  believe  that 
the  Sioux  was  telling  the  truth. 

"Yes.  Purple  Face  spit  iu  my  face,  and  then  make  twelve 
of  his  warriors  take  me  to  the  cliff  and  hang  me  over  to 
st*irve  to  death.  Straight  Eye  is  thankful  to  you.  and  he  will 
hkht  for  Young  Wild  West  as  long  as  the  red  blood  flows 
through  his  veins  and  he  can  see  the  green  leaves  and  the 
sunlight  on  the  hillsides." 

“You  know  who  1  am.  then?. 

“Yes.  l  know  you.  I  have  seen  you  before.  I  see  you 
la<t  night  creeping  along  close  to  the  camp  of  Purple  Face. 
I  did  not  notice  you;  I  let  you  go,  because  1  know  that  the 
Indians  have  no  right  to  make  war  on  the  palefaces,  who 
always  treat  them  right  and  make  peace  with  them.” 

“See  here.  Straight  Eye,  can  you  tell  me  just  where  you 
saw  me,  and  who  was  with  me  at  the  time?” 

“Yes.  He  with  you  by  two  cedars  when  the  lire  of  Purple 
Face  was  but  a  stone's  throw  away.  You  count  the  tepees, 
and  then  you  go  away.” 

The  Indian  nodded  toward  Cheyenne  Charlie  as  he  spoke, 
and  the  scout  at  once  retorted: 

“That's  right,  Wild.  I  guess  ther  redskin  tells  ther  truth.” 

“My  skin  is  red,  but  my  heart  is  white!”  exclaimed  Straight 
Eye,  with  a  feeling  of  pride  that  swelled  out  his  chest. 

“All  right.  Straight  Eye.” 

With  that  l'ouug  Wild  West  cut  the  thongs  that  bound 
him. 

Thus  liberated,  the  Indian  got  upon  his  feet  and  drew  him¬ 
self  up  to  his  full  height,  showing  that  he  was  as  straight 
as  an  arrow,  and  very  muscular. 

His  face  showed  signs  of  remarkable  intelligence,  too,  and 
was  not  altogether  ugly. 

“I  will  shake  hands  with  Young  Wild  West  and  make  a 
bargain  with  him,”  he  said,  putting  out  his  hand. 

“All  right,”  responded  Wild,  and  he  grasped  the  red  man's 
palm  in  his  own. 

“If  Young  Wild  West  let  me  go  With  him  to  live  with  the 
palefaces  I  will  help  him  fight  my  brother,  the  bad  chief.” 

“All  right.  Straight  Eye,  1  will  agree  to  that.” 

“That  is  Young  Wild  West’s  bargain?” 

“Yes;  I  will  make  that  bargain  with  you.” 

“Good!  Straight  Eye  glad  that  Purple  Face  hang  him  down 
from  the  cliff.  Come;  we  must  get  to  the  top.  How  you 
get  here,  anyhow?”  and  he  looked  puzzled,  noticing  that  the 
four  whites  were  in  a  rather  peculiar  place. 

Wild  quickly  explained  that  they  had  fallen  down  there 
from  the  cave  above  while  being  chased  by  the  red  men. 

He  seemed  satisfied  at  this,  and  then  showed  his  eager¬ 
ness  to  get  to  the  top  of  the  cliff. 

“The  braves  of  Purple  Face  come  back  in  half  an  hour,” 
he  remarked.  “They  come  back  to  laugh  at  the  sufferings 
of  Straight  Eye.  They  find  him  gone!” 

“That  is  right,  Straight  Eye.. 

“I  s’pose  we  had  better  go  on  up,*  spoke  up  Jack,  ques- 
tioningly. 

“Yes,”  answered  Wild.  “.Tim.  you  go  first." 

“All  right.”  replied  Dart,  and  the  next  moment  he  was 
nimbly  climbing  the  rope,  while  Charlie  and  Jack  held  it 
taut  from  the  mouth  of  the  cave. 

The  boy  was  very  active  and  supple,  and  he  was  up  to  the 
top  of  the  cliff  in  short  order. 

Then  Wild  went  up. 

Jack,  who  was  a  little  clumsy,  on  account  of  his  being 
rnther  stout,  was  then  hauled  up  by  the  two  boys,  and  there 
Irtdng  three  of  them  to  do  it,  they  easily  hauled  Charlie  up. 

Straight  Eye  was  the  last  to  leave  the  ledge  by  his  own  re¬ 
quest,  and  though  he  wanted  to  climb  the  rope,  they  would 
not  let  him. 

It  wa-i  an  easy  thing  to  haul  him  up. 

The  five  were  now  on  solid  ground,  and  as  they  looked 
around  them  the  partners  recognized  some  familiar  land¬ 
marks  and  thus  located  the  place  where  they  were. 

We  will  make  for  the  camp  at  once.”  said  Wild.  “The 
qui'  ker  we  get  there  the  better  it  will  he  now. 

-It'S  too  bad  ther  redskins  have  got  your  horse,”  observed 
Kobedee. 

“Straight  Eve  will  get  Young  Wild  West's  horse.”  spoke 
up  the  rei  ned  Indian.  “lie  get  him  to-night." 

There  wa  1  such  a  look  of  earnestness  on  his  face  when 
-aid  rid-  that  wild  felt  certain  that  he  meant  it. 

-All  right.”  he  -aid;  and  then  they  started  in  the  direction 

of  the  <■  arup  of  General  Hudson. 

It  v. an  ne/'CHvary  that  they  should  proceed  with  the  utmost 
,  a,  the  Indians  were  lying  all  about  that  vicinity. 

*  u  th  >  hud  covered  perhaps  a  quarter  of  a  mile  they 


narrowly  escaped  being  seen  by  two  mounted  warriors  who 
were  scouting  around  to  make  sure  that  the  whites  were  not 
advancing  upon  them. 

Straight  Eye  frowned  when  he  saw  the  braves,  but  said 
nothing. 

That  one  act  of  his  convinced  Young  Wild  West  that  lie  was 
really  a  red  man  with  a  white  heart. 

Our  hero  was  glad  that  he  had  made  such  an  important 
ally,  ns  tin*  Sioux  on  the  mountain  were  in  large  numbers, 
and  it  would  take  more  than  one  regiment  of  soldiers  to  de¬ 
feat  them. 

The  red  fiends  had  already  wiped  out  the  little  town  called 
Nugget  Flats,  which  was  only  a  few  miles  from  Weston. 

They  had  slain  and  driven  out  the  entire  population  and 
were  uoav  working  dangerously  close  to  Weston. 

The  railroad  that  ran  from  Spondulicks  to  Weston  was  be¬ 
ing  guarded  by  troops,  and  almost  every  day  during  the  past 
week  these  had  been  attacked  by  roving  bands  of  Sioux  whiehj 
took  to  the  wildness  of  the  mountain  as  soon  as  the  blue  coats 
got  a  line  on  them. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  had  no  equals  as  scouts 
or  woodsmen,  and  with  the  intelligent  young  chief,  Straight 
Eye.  who  had  given  up  his  people  and  joined  his  fortunes j 
with  those  of  the  whites,  they  would  fully  be  aqual  to  the 
task  of  working  tlieir  way  to  the  camp  of  the  soldiers. 

And  so  it  proved,  for  in  less  than  an  hour  they  were  safely > 
within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  it. 

It  was  at  this  juncture  that  they  were  halted  by  a  sen¬ 
tinel,  and  after  making  themselves  known,  our  four  friends1 
passed  within  the  lines  with  their  redskin  companion. 

As  soon  as  it  became  known  to  him  that  Young  Wild  West 
had  returned  from  his  scouting  expedition.  General  Hudson1 
sent  for  him  to  come  to  him. 

Wild  promptly  did  so.  bidding  the  others  to  follow  him. 

They  saluted  in  true  military  style,  even  to  Straight  Eye, 
who  seemed  to  know  the  ways  of  the  paleface  soldiers  to  per¬ 
fection.  1  . 

In  his  easy,  frank  way.  Young  Wild  West  told  the  general 
just  what  they,  had  learned,  which  was  that  there  were  at 
least  a  thousand  Sioux  Indians  camped  within  live  miles  of 
them,  and  that;  they  were  bent  on  sweeping  the  whites  off  the 
face  of  tlie  earth. 

Straight  Eye,  after  being  introduced,  verified  tins  state¬ 
ment. 

The  general  was  mucli  disturbed,  though  not  at  all  afraid 
that  lie  would  not  be  able  to  handle  that  number  of  redskins. 

He  had  reetiyed  advices  from  other  sources  that  there  were' 
other  big  bands  of  Sioux  making  for  that  source,  and  he 
was  afraid  that  if  four  or  five  thousand  of  them  got  there  in 
a  mass  they  would  wipe  out  the  town  of  Weston  and  create 
havoc  in  the  surrounding  country. 

The  mountain  would  make  admirable  lighting  grounds  for 
the  red  men.  and  it  would  take  a  full-sized  army  to  dislodge 
them  if  they  once  got  their  full  forces  together. 

As  there  was  nothing  for  them  to  do  the  balance  of  the 
day.  our  friends  started  for  Weston,  which  only  lay  some  six 
miles  distant. 

They  took  their  Indian  friend  with  them,  all  save  Jack 
having  learned  to  like  him  pretty  well  by  this  time. 

Kobedco  said  nothing  before  the  chief,  but  he  told  the 
ethers  that  the  only  good  Indians  there  were  in  creation  were 
the  dead  ones. 

Wild  took  Straight  Eye  direct  to  the  quarters  he  occupied 
with  Jim  Dart  when  they  got  into  town. 

He  introduced  him  to  Wing  Wall,  their  Chinese  cook,  and 
Ike.  the  darky  who  did  the  outside  work  for  the  house,  as 
the  red  man  with  the  white  heart. 

The  Chinaman  did  not  understand  this  very  well,  but  he 
knew  enough  to  take  it  that  the  Indian  was  to  be  treated  with 
respect. 

Straight  Eye.  wax  delighted  when  lie  found  that  lie  was  to 
be  installed  at  the  quarters  of  Young  Wild  West,  and  he  at 
once  produced  a  bag  of  gold  dust  from  the  belt  he  wore  next 
to  his  skin  and  tendered  it  to  Wild. 

“What  is  that  for?”  our  hero  asked. 

“It  is  a  present  from  Straight  Eye,”  was  the  retort.  “Young 
Wild  West  is  a  great  brave,  lie  believes  what  I  tell  him, 
and  he  must  take  the  gold  to  please  me." 

“I  don’t  want  it.  Straight  Eye.  I  have  sufficient  money  of 
my  o\Vn.  I  may  say  that  I  am  rich,  and  so  are  my  friends. 
We  have  been  lucky  since  we  came  lo  dig  for  gold  in  the  red 
man's  country.  You  shall  pay  ;oe  nothing  for  living  here 
while  you  are  in  town.  All  I  expect  of  you  is  to  stick  to  the 
bargain  I  mu  do  with  you.” 

“All  right..  And  the  Indian  placed  the  bag  buck  where 
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h‘  had  taken  it  from  in  a  rather  disappointed  way.  “All 
right.  Hut  will  Young  Wild  West  sell  me  a  suit  of  clothes 
like  he  and  ids  friends  wear?  1  want  to  live  like  the  white 
men.  I  will  no  longer  paint  my  face  and  wear  the  eagle's 
feathers  in  my  hair.  I  will  he  like  the  white  man  in  every¬ 
thing  hut  the  color  of  my  skin,  whirl)  1  can't  change/' 

"1  will  make  you  a  present  of  a  suit  of  clothes.  I  will 
show  you  what  I  have  got,  and  you  can  take  your  pick.  1 
will  do  that  gladly,  Straight  Eye,  for  I  feel  that  you  are  my 
friend.” 

“Let  me  once  more  shake  the  hand  of  Young  Wild  West 
for  saying  that.  His  voice  is  like  sweet  music  to  my  ears. 
He  is  the  greatest  brave  I  ever  knew,  and  I  love  him  for  it.” 

Wild  good-naturedly  allowed  the  Indian  to  grasp  his  hand, 
and  he  noticed  that  the  grip  he  received  was  as  fervent  as  he 
had  ever  felt. 

An  hour  after  that  our  hero  showed  him  the  stock  of  cloth¬ 
ing  he  had  on  hand,  which,  by  the  way.  was  no  mean  one, 
as  the  boy  always  made  it  a  point  to  wear  the  best  that 
money  could  buy.  x 

There  was  a  little  difference  in  the  size  of  the  two,  for, 
though  a  boy  in  years,  Young  Wild  West  was  a  full-grown 
man  in  size. 

The  chief  selected  a  gaudy  costume  that  Wild  had  worn 
on  a  gala  occasion  at  Spondulicks,  and  when  he  was  told  that 
he  could  take  it  and  welcome,  his  joy  knew  no  bounds. 

lie  insisted  on  kissing  the  hand  of  the  young  prince  of  the 
saddle,  a  proceeding  that  our  hero  was  not  much  iu  favor  of, 
but  he  allowed  him  to  do  it.  nevertheless. 

Leaving  Jim  to  entertain  their  uew  friend.  Wild  took  a 
walk  over  to  the  post-office  to  call  on  his  pretty  sweetheart, 
Arietta  Murdock. 

lie  had  been  away  for  three  days,  and  he  knew  the  girl 
would  be  worrying  about  him,  since  she  had  been  opposed  to 
his  going  on  the  dangerous  mission. 

“Hello.  Et!”  he  called  out,  cheerily,  as  he  walked  into  the 
office  and  found  the  postmistress  busy 'sorting  out  the  mail 
that  was  to  go  out  by  the  mail  train  that  left  the  town  at 
one  o’clock. 

“I  am  so  glad  that  you  are  back,  Wild,”  was  the  joyous 
reply,  and  she  at  once  ceased  her  worry  and  ran  around  the 
counter  to  meet  him. 

“I  told  you  I  would  come  back  safe  and  sound,  didn’t  I?” 

“Yes;  but  some  of  these  times  you  won’t,  perhaps.  How 
did  you  find  the  situation?  Is  it  as  bad  as  you  thought  it 
was?” 

“Worse,  little  one;  worse!” 

This  was  said  in  a  grave  voice,  and  a  deep  look  of  anxiety 
came  over  the  fair  face  of  Arietta. 

“You  don’t  think  they  will  get  as  far  as  here,  do  you?” 
she  asked. 

“I  hope  not;  but  at  the  present  time  there  are  about  a  thou¬ 
sand  of  Sitting  Bull’s  warriors  within  ten  miles  of  this  place. 
They  are  up  on  the  mountain  to  the  right  of  the  trail  that 
leads  over  the  boundary  line  into  Wyoming.  General  Radson 
told  me  this  morning  that  he  had  received  reports  that  there 
were  thousands  more  of  them  gathering  to  this  point.  You 
See.  they  are  afraid  that  the  Government  means  to  trick  them 
and  wipe  them  out  as  soon  as  they  are  caught  napping,  and 
Sitting  Bull  lias  decided  to  force  the  fighting  till  he  wins  or 
loses.  ” 

“Wouldn’t  It  be  awful  if  they  were  to  get  into  Weston! 
Just  think  of  the  slaughter,  ami  the  blood!  I  thought  that 
1  was  never  to  come  in  contact  with  the  demons  again.  I 
have  had  Jill  the  experience  1  want  with  them.” 

“Now  don’t  you  worry,  little  oue,  about  tlie  Sioux  getting 
here  and  burning  our  town.  We  can  raise  an  army  of  our 
own;  we  have  the  best  shots  In  the  world  right  here  in 
Weston.  We  would  slaughter  them  like  sheep  if  they  dared 
to  attempt  to  come  in  here.” 

“But  if  there  are  thousands  of  them,  what  could  the  meu 
of  Weston  do  against  them?” 

“Well,  there  won't  lx*  thousands  of  them  by  the  time  the 
regulars  get  through  with  them.  I  just  left  General  Radson 
with  over  seven  hundred  meu  waiting  to  attack  the  thousand 
Sioux  who  are  four  miles  back  of  them  in  the  mountains,  and 
there  are  other  regiments  .stationed  here  and  there  along 
the  line  of  the  railroad.  Don’t  you  worry,  Et;  you  will  never 
see  any  hostile  Indians  come  into  Weston,  unless  they  come  as 
prisoners. " 

“What  Is  that  I  hear  you  talking  about?”  asked  old  man 
Murdock,  the  grandfather  of  Arietta,  as  he  came  up  from  the 
bn<  k  of  the  store.  “Injuns  gettin’  thick,  hey?” 

“Yes;  ns  thi<-k  ns  fleas  on  a  dog  in  summer-time.  But  the 
soldiers  are  pretty  thick,  too,  so  that  about  evens  it  up.  There's 


going  t>  be  lots  of  blood  shed,  though,  before  this  tiling  Is 
through.  Sitting  Bull  is  going  to  do  or  die  this  time.” 

“Well,  r  reckon  it'll  be  a  case  of  die  with  the  old  rogue, 
thru."  and  the  old  man  shifted  his  quid  of  tobacco  In  a  way 
that  showed  how  confident  he  was  that  the  redskins  would 
be  beaten. 

He  was  a  good  shot,  as  old  as  he  was,  and  should  it  come 
to  the  point,  old  man  Murdock  would  be  one  of  the  first  to 
take  up  his  rjfie  and  fight  for  the  town. 

While  the  three  were  talking  in  the  post-office  M  ild  hap¬ 
pened  to  glance  from  the  window  and  saw  Jim  Dart  and 
Straight  Eye  approaching. 

“Et. ”  said  he,  turning  to  his  sweetheart.  “I  am  going  to 
introduce  you  to  the  sort  of  person  you  never  saw  be  foi  e. 
Here  he  comes  with  Jim.” 

“An  Indian!”  gasped  the  girl  ir.  surprise. 

“Yes;  a  red  man  with  a  white  heart.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 


STRAIGHT  EVE  IS  INTRODUCED  IN  WESTON. 


Wild  walked  out  on  the  stoop,  followed  by  Arietta  and  her 
grandfather. 

The  face  of  Straight  Eye  lighted  up  with  a. smile  when  lie 
saw  the  prince  of  the  saddle,  and  he  hurried  to  meet  him. 

He  was  attired  in  the  suit  of  buckskin  Wild  had  given  him, 
and  with  the  cowboy  liat  be  had  on  his  head,  he  made  quite 
a  civilized  appearance. 

“Ah!”  exclaimed  our  hero,  as  the  Indian  came  to  a  halt  in 
front  of  him,  as  though  waiting  to  be  told  what  to  do;  "you 
look  much  better,  I  must  say.  Allow  me  to  introduce  you  to 
Miss  Murdock  and  her  grandfather,  Mr.  Murdock.  Straight 
Eye  is  a  white  redskin,  §o  you  need  not  be  afraid  to  shake 
hands  with  him,”  he  added,  turning  to  Arietta  and  the  old 
man. 

The  young  chief  seemed  much  pleased  at  the  introduction, 
and  he  conversed  with  them  in  pretty  good  English  long 
enough  to  show  them  that  he  knew  a  great  deal  more  than 
the  average  Indian  and  about  as  much  as  the  average  white 
man  in  that  section. 

“It  was  I  who  proposed  to  walk  over  here  and  let  him  show 
off  his  new  rig,”  said  Jim,  with  a  laugh. 

“Well,  seeing  that  you  have  come,  let's  take  a  walk  over  to 
the  Gazoo  and  see  Brown.  I  suppose  he  will  want  to  know 
how  we  made  out  on  our  scouting  trip.”  remarked  our  hero. 

This  just  suited  .Jim,  as  he  rather  liked  Brown,  the  pro¬ 
prietor  of  the  hotel,  as  he  was  a  square  man  and  ran  the 
really  only  decent  hotel  in  the  town. 

Wild  told  Arietta  that  he  would  see  her  again  before  he 
went  oujt  of  town,  and  then  the  three  walked  over  to  the 
hotel. 

There  was  quite  a  crowd  in  the  hotel,  most  of  whom  knew 
Wild  and  Jim,  and  when  they  entered  they  were  greeted  in 
a  hearty  manner. 


friends  with  interest,  and  he  of  the 
loud  enough  for  every  one  to  hear: 

An’  lie’s  dressed  up  in  man's  clothes' 
any  oue  that  travels  with  sich  cattle 
got  so  many  friends 


1  he  strangers  present  were  rather  an  evil-looking  lot. 

There  were  four  of  them,  and  one.  who  appeared  to  be  n 
sort  of  leader,  had  a  deep  red  scar  running  across  Ills  fm. 
head  which  gave  him  anything  but  a  prepossessing  am. ear 
a  nee. 

They  looked  at  our 
scarred  face  remarked. 

“Au  Injun,  by  jingo! 

I  don’t  think  much  of 
an'  I’m  surprised  to  see  that  they  have 
here.  ” 

“People  generally  do  get  surprised  when  they  come  t 
Weston,"  remarked  John  Sedgwick,  or  Quiet  John,  the  bai 
tender,  as  he  was  called. 

“What  do  you  menu  by  that?”  was  the  angry  retort 

“See  here!”  exclaimed  Wild,  walking  up  to’ the  feiiow.  “ 
guess  I  am  one  of  those  you  referred  to.  so  rlen't  pi,:N  m,w 
with  the  barkeeper.  It'  you  have  anything  more  to  s.iv  Jus 
say  it  to  me.” 

“And  when  you  get  through  with  him  tell  urn  nil  abou 
it.  added  Dart,  as  he  moved  up  to  the  side  of  Y\ia! 

“Me,  too,”  said  Straight  Eye.  Ids  dark 
ously.  • 

“Well.  I'll  lie  everlastingly  jiggered!” 
man,  turuing  to  his  three  companions 
do  you  think  of  that,  boys?  A  couple 
talkin’  to  Sear-face  Dan  like  that!" 

Brown  now  made  Ins  appearance  from  behind  the  p.ir. 


ey«*s  Hashing  d.ui; 


cried  the 
in  surp  is 
of  young 


s<  ar-fai'e* 
r.  ”  Wlm 

tenderfev 
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U«'  wa<  quite  sure  that  something  would  happen  unless 
he  quieted  the  man.  so  he  tried  to  do  so. 

"  rake  it  easy,  gouts.”*  he  called  out.  “This  is  Young  Wild 
Wt'-t  an'  dim  Dart,  an*  they  are  two  of  the  whitest  boys  in 
Weston.  l>on’t  go  to  startin’  any  muss  in  my  place,  for  if 
von  do  you  are  bound  to  git  ther  worst  of  it.” 

**\ou  shut  up!”  roared  the  fellow  who  called  himself  Scar- 
face  Dan.  “I’ll  let  some  lead  in  you  for  the  first  one  if  you 
don't!” 

lie  whipped  out  his  revolver  to  emphasize  his  words,  and 
thin  something  happened  that  almost  took  his  breath  away. 

Young  Wild  West  knocked  the  weapon  from  his  hand  with 
a  lightning-like  movement,  and  then,  seizing  him  by  the  shoul¬ 
ders.  ran  him  out  through  the  door  into  the  street. 

“Now.  then,  you  big  bluffer,  if  you  want  anything  out  of 
me.  start  in  and  take  it.”  said  the  boy,  calmly. 

The  crowd  immediately  rushed  out  to  see  the  fun,  among 
them  the  three  friends  of  Scar-face  Dan. 

Hut  Jim  Dart  was  keeping  a  watch  on  them,  as  were  some 
of  the  miners,  who  were  stanch  friends  of  Wild. 

The  mussy  man  had  been  taken  so  completely  by  surprise 
that  he  had  not  been  able  to  stop  our  hero  from  hustling 
hiiti  out  of  the  place,  but  now  he  broke  into  a  fearful  rage 
and  made  a  grab  for  Wild. 

If  he  had  succeeded  in  getting  hold  of  him  he  would  cer¬ 
tainly  have  handled  him  roughly.  . 

But  Wild  saw  to  it  that  be  did  not  get  hold  of  him;  and 
he  did  more. 

He  struck  him  a  stunning  blow  between  the  eyes  which 
caused  him  to  reel  and  fall  to  the  ground. 

A  hoarse  cry  of  astonishment  went  up  from  the  three 
strangers. 

To  see  their  friend.  Scar-face  Dan,  knocked  down  by  a  boy 
was  more  than  they  expected. 

But  they  were  going  to  be  surprised  still  more  before  they 
got  through. 

The  big  bully  staggered  to  liis  feet  and  drew  the  remaining 
revolver  he  had  in  his  belt. 

Wild  was  not  close  enough  to  prevent  him  from  firing, 
but  he  jumped  nimbly  out  of  the  way  as  the  trigger  was 
pressed. 

The  result  was  that  flic  bullet  weut  wide  of  its  mark. 

Then  a  revolver  in  the  hands  of  Young  Wild  West  cracked, 
and  Scar-face  Dan’s  arm  dropped  to  his  side,  the  revolver 
falling  from  his  hand  to  the  ground. 

The  bullet  had  broken  liis  wrist. 

“Are  you  satisfied,  you  big  hound?”  the  hoy  asked.  “Do 
you  want  a  doctor  to  fix  up  your  wrist,  or  do  you  want  me 
to  make  you  ready  to  turn  over  to  the  undertaker?” 

“I  weaken,”  was  the  quick  reply.  “I’ve  got  enough.” 

“But  I  ain’t!”  cried  one  of  his  friends,  raising  his  shooter 
to  kill  Young  Wild  West. 


Crack! 

A  report  rang  out.  but  it  did  not  come  from  liis  revolver! 

Straight  Eye  bad  been  too  quick  for  him.  and  the  villain 
dropped  to  the  ground  and  gave  up  the  ghost. 

As  soon  as  the  other  two  realized  that  their  friend  had  been 
shot  by  an  Indian  they  rushed  toward  the  young  chief  to  fill 
him  full  of  lead. 

They  had  drawn  tlieir  revolvers,  but  before  they  could  fire 
them  they  found  themselves  staring  into  the  muzzles  of  the 
weapons ’Wild  and  Jim  Dart  had  in  their  hands. 

“Drop  your  shooters,  strangers!" 

It  was  our  hero  who  said  this  in  a  clear,  calm  voice. 

The  n  wered  their  hands  a  little  and  hesitated. 

“Drop  *hem!” 

The  command  came  in  a  ringing  tone  this  time,  and  down 
went  the  pistols. 

“ Now.  I  want  to  know  whether  you  people  are  going  to 
behave  v  •urselvey  or  not.  observed  our  hero  in  his  ca.m 
wax.  ~You  raised  a  muss  just  because  we  came  into  the 
In,;,  i  hi  »;:e  company  of  a  man  whom  nature  endowed  with 
a  :.d  -kill.  You  insulted  us  and  were  bent  oil  getting  into 
trouble;  nmv  jfiat  on  have  y<>t  in  it.  you  may  thank  your 
*MI *  |f  you  get  out  of  it  alive.  Our  Indian  friend  here  Is 
mi«<  h  more  of  a  man  than  any  ol  you  are,  and  I  uaiit.  you 
n  i  to  apologize  in  him  for*  what  you  said.  If  you  don  t  do 

.  I  »;i-,  i  a rn  going  to  shoot  you  down  like  the  dogs  you 


\o  *.  ; h'*n.  apologize!” 

It  •',!»  a -*tonk  !' ing  to  -fr  how  r/\’idiJy  the  two 
They  even  took  off  their  ha  Is  when  they 

ant)  !s*gg<  ii  iij,  pardon. 

Thee  or  fao-  Dan  -hpped  lip  and  did  the 

o  -  go  aful  limit  Uf>  the  doelol* 
nr.  hi  «J  up.”  i.aUl  Wild  to  the  hlg  bully. 


men  obeved. 
faced  Straight 

same  thing, 
your  wounded  j 
“And  every 


time  you  feel  a  tinge  of  pain  from  it.  just  be  thankful  that 
the  bullet  didn’t  strike  your  heart  instead  of  your  wrist.” 

The  three  turned  to  walk  away,  but  Brown  called  them 
back. 

“There's  a  dollar  and  a  half  owed  to  the  bar  by  one  of  you,” 
he  remarked.  “Jest  settle  up  before  you  go;  an’  another  thing, 
you  want  to  notify  the  undertaker,  who  lives  right  alongside’1 
ther  doctor  in  that  brown  house.  Jest  send  him  over  here  an’ 
let  him  take  charge  of  ther  remains  of  your  friend.” 

“All  right,”  answered  Scar-face  Dan,  and  he  thrust  Ills  left 
hand  in  his  pocket  and  produced  the  money  to  pay  what  was 
due  the  bar. 

Wild  now  went  back  iuto  the  hotel,  the  crowd  following 
him. 

He  ordered  cigars  for  himself  and  Jim,  and  told  the  rest 
to  take  what  they*  liked. 

Straight  Eye  took  a  temperance  drink,  declaring  that  he 
never  drank  anything  strong,  as  whisky  was  the  ruination  of1 
the  majority  of  his  people. 

.  Our  friends  spent  about  an  hour  at  the  Gazoo,  and  during 
the  time  Wild  told  Brown  all  about  the  Indian  situation  and! 
how  grave  it  really  was. 


“Well,  Wild,  I'll  tell  you  what  I’ll  do,”  the  hotel  proprietor 
said.  “I’ll  organize  a  band  of  twenty  good  men,  an’  I’ll  have 
’em  ready  at  your  call.  I’ll  call  it.  Brown’s  Company,  an’  you 
kin  bet  that  every  man  will  be  a  born  fighter.” 

“That’s  the  idea!  You  go  ahead  and  do  that  right  away. 
We  may  need  a  whole  lot  of  men  before  we  get  through.  I 
am  going  to  see  Dove-Eye  Dave  by  and  by,  and  tell  him  to, 
get  at  least  a  hundred  men  ready  for  business.  Then  I  will 
go  over  to  the  other  hotels  and  see  what  the  proprietors  can, 
do  about  it.  We  ought  to  be  able  to  raise  at  least  three  him-’ 
dred  good  fighting  men  here  in  Weston,  and  three  hundred 
will  be  equal  to  a  thousand  of  the  redskins,  if  they  do  try  tof 
take ' possession  of  the  town.” 


“You  kin  bet  it  will,"  was  Brown’s  reply.  ( 

When  our  three  friends  left  the  place  they  saw  that  the 
undertaker  had  attended  to  the  fellow  Straight  Eye  had  shot. 

The  next  one  he  sought  out  was  Dove-Eye  Dave,  the  so- 
called  mayor  of  Weston,  and  when  Wild  told  him  what  was 
required  of  him,  the  old  man  assured  him  that  he  would  have 
a  hundred  men  ready  by  nightfall. 

There  were  two  more  hotels,  or  “whisky  mills,”  as  the 
miners  chose  to  call  them,  so  they  went  to  them  and  had  the 
guarantee  of  the  proprietors  that  they  would  organize  com¬ 
panies  at  once  and  be  ready  when  they  got  the  word. 

The  three  had  not  eaten  dinner  yet,  so  they  went  home, 
now  being  rather  hungry. 


But  though  it  was  late,  Wing  Wah,  the  cook,  had  a  whole¬ 
some  and  tempting  meal  waiting  thenf,  and  when  Straight! 
Eye  was  told  to  sit  down  at  the  table  with  them  he  was  de¬ 
lighted. 

After  the  meal  they  went  to  the  office  of  the  Wild  West, 
Mining  and  Improvement  Company  to  see  how  things  were 
going  on. 

In  addition  to  Cheyenne  Charlie,  Jack  Robedee  and  Rex 
Moore,  the  bookkeeper,  they  found  some  of  their  old  friends 
there. 


There  was  Bub  Sprague,  a  stranded  actor,  who  had  been 
given  a  job  under  Walter  Jenkins,  the  superintendent  of  the 
mine  owned  by  the  four;  Wal  Wisp,  a  man  whom  Wild  had 
bought  a  ranch  cf,  and  Lively  Rick,  a  well-to-do  miner  from 
Devil  Creek. 

Wild  and  Jim  shook  hands  with  the  three  and  then  intro¬ 
duced  their  Indian  friend  to  them. 

As  none  of  them  had  much  love  for  an  Indian  under  any 
circumstances,  they  did  not  grow  enthusiastic  over  him  when 
they  shook  hands  with  him. 

But  they  treated  him  politely,  for  all  that. 

•  They  knew  that  Young  Wild  West  would  not  be  so  friendly 
with  him  if  he  was  not  worthy  of  it. 

“Well,  Rick,  how  are  the  things  over  at  the  Creek?”  Wild 
asked  of  their  friend  from  the  neighboring  town. 

“They  were  all  right  there  when  I  left  this  mornin’,  but  I 
can’t  say  liow  they  are  now,”  was  Hie  reply,  and  ihe  miner 
seemed  uneasy  as  he  spoke.  “My  wife  thought  she’d  like  to 
corne  to  Weston  to  see  all  ther  folks,  so  we  got  ready  an’ 
started  this  mornin’.  Wo  didn’t  have  an  idea  that  ther  rod- 
skins  was  so  close,  an’  Jest  as  we  got  half-way  here  about  a 
dozen  Sioux  showed  up  an’  fired  at  us.  Wc  was  a  little  too 
far  from  ’em  to  be  hit.  an’  we  let.  our  horses  out,  an’  got  away 
from  ’em.  1  s'pose  it  is  now  a  case  of  our  stayin’  here  a 
while,  ll  struck  me  that  ther  reds  was  layin’  lor  1  her  stage¬ 
coach  win  n  we  come  along,  so  you  needn’t  be  surprised  If  you 
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hoar  that  ther  outfit  has  been  held  up  an’  all  hands  slaugh¬ 
tered.” 

Our  hero  shook  his  head. 

"That  is  just  what  we  will  hear,  I  suppose,”  he  answered. 
"Well,  Bub.  how  is  it  that  you  are  dressed  up  so  fancy  to-day?” 

"Oh,  I  just  come  in  on  ther  last  train  from  Spondulicks,” 
was  the  ex-actor’s  reply.  “Mr.  Jenkins  sent  me  over  on  a 
little  business  this  morning,  you  know.” 

“Well,  how  did  you  find  things  in  Spondulicks?” 

"There’s  lots  of  excitement  over  there.  But  they  ain’t  much 
afraid  of  being  attacked  by  the  Sioux  in  the  town.  A  good 
many  people  won’t  run  the  risk  of  coming  over  here  on  the 
trains,  though.” 

“The  track  is  pretty  well  looked  after  by  the  soldiers, 
though,  is  it  not?” 

“Oh,  yes;  there  are  three  regiments  between  here  and  Spon¬ 
dulicks,  waiting  for  orders  to  charge  on  the  Sioux  in  the  hills. 
If  Sitting  Bull  don’t  come  to  terms  to-night,  I  heard  from 
good  authority  that  the  fighting  will  begin  in  earnest.” 

“To-night,  eh?” 

“Yes.” 

Wild  had  heard  the  same  thing  from  General  Radson,  so  he 
knew  it  must  be  right. 

“I  reckon  we  are  safer  here  in  Westoi}  than  we  would  be  at 
Roarin’  Ranch,”  Wal  Wisp  observed,  with  a  shrug  of  his  shoul¬ 
ders. 

“I  don’t  know  about  that,”  Wild  answered.  “Tire  Sioux  are 
centered  hereabouts  in  the  mountains.  They  are  not  going  to 
make  a  fight  on  the  prairie;  they  know  better  than  that. 
What  they  want  to  do  is  to  get  our  soldiers  in  a  trap,  so  they 
?an  mow  them  down  the  same  as  they  did  at  the  battle  of  the 
Little  Big  Horn;  but  we  will  see  to  it  that  nothing  like  that 
happens.  Sitting  Bull  is  a  smart  old  fellow,  but  there  are 
others  just  as  smart.” 

“An’  you  are  one  of  ’em!”  exclaimed  Wisp.  “Ther  old  chief 
won’t  stand  a  ghost  of  a  show,  not  if  you  run  afoul  of  him.” 

“If  war  is  declared  at  the  time  I  catch  sight  of  him  he  shall 
certainly  go  down,”  our  hero  replied. 

It  was  along  toward  nightfall  when  Straight  Eye  changed 
his  costume  back  to  that  of  a  hostile  Indian. 

“I  am  going  to  get  your  horse,”  he  said  to  Wild. 

"Do  you  think  you  can  get  him?” 

“Yes,  1  get  him.  I  get  your  horse  if  1  have  to  kill  my 
brother! ” 

“I  will  go  with  you  and  help  you  get.  him.” 

“Yes,  you  come.  But  not  all  the  way.  I  go  to  the  camp  of 
Purple  Face  alone.” 

“Well,  you  may  do  that;  but  as  soon  as  we  get  inside  their 
lines,  you  can  depend  on  it  that  !  won’t  be  very  far  away  when 
you  go  into  the  camp.” 

Just  about  dark  v^iat  appeared  to  be  two  Indian  warriors 
left  Weston  and  made  for  the  fastnesses  of  the  mountain. 

They  were  Young  Wild  West  and  his  Indian  friend. 

Our  hero  was  mounted  on  a  vicious  broncho  he  had  broken 
a  couple  of  months  before  and  which  could  only  be  managed 
by  him. 

He  valued  the  steed  at  very  little,  and  that  was  why  he  took 
him. 

He  hoped  to  ride  his  splendid  sorrel  back,  and  if  he  failed  to 
bring  the  broncho,  too,  he  knew  that  no  one  else  would  be 
apt  to  make  much  use  of  him. 

Straight  Eye  was  mounted  on  a  horse  that  was  not  of  much 
account,  but  good  enough  for  their  purpose,  since  they  did 
not  propose  to  ride  all  the  way. 

The  journey  through  the  lines  of  the  Indians  must  be  made 
on  foot. 

In  a  little  less  than  two  hours  our  tAvo  friends  had  gone  as 
far  as  they  dared  on  horseback. 

They  had  been  very  careful  not  to  get  too  close  to  the  lines 
of  the  camp  of  the  regulars,  and  now  they  were  on  what  might 
be  called  neutral  ground. 

But  the  real  work  of  the  night  was  now  before  them. 


CHAPTER  V, 

STRAIGHT  EYE  KEEPS  HIS  WORD. 

Young  Wild  West  and  Straight  Eye  quickly  tied  their  horses 
In  a  place  where  they  could  not  be  found,  unless  by  accident, 
and  then  started  to  make  their  way  to  the  camp  of  Purple 
Face. 

The  Indian  had  put  the  finishing  touches  to  Wild’s  disguise, 
and  the  daring  boy  certainly  looked  more  like  the  character 
he  was  assuming  than  he  had  ever  done  before. 

He  had  been  disguised  as  a  redskin  more  than  once,  too.  but 
never  had  he  had  an  intelligent  Indian  to  fix  him  up  till  now. 


The  night  was  clear,  but  there  was  no  moon,  so  they  would 
have  a  good  show  of  creeping  upon  the  redskins  without  being 
observed. 

Cautiously  they  made  their  way  through  the  tangled  mazes 
and  through  deep  ravines  until  at  length  they  were  less  than 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  tepees  of  Purple  Face  and  his 
braves. 

“We  will  climb  to  the  top  of  that  rock  over  there;  then 
we  will  be  able  to  see  the  campfires,”  Wild  whispered  to  his 
companion. 

Straight  Eye  gave,  a  nod  of  assent,  and  then  our  hero  led 
the  way,  working  along  in  such  a  noiseless  manner  that  his 
Indian  friend  was  greatly  surprised  at  his  skill  and  tact  as  a 
woodsman. 

Just  as  he  was  nearing  the  top  of  the  rock  Young  Wild  West 
came  face  to  face  with  a  Sioux  warrior,  who  was  crawling 
down. 

Sudden  as  the  meeting  was,  Wild  was  not  at  a  loss  what  to 
do. 

“Ugh!”  grunted  the  Indian,  and  then  he  asked  the  boy  what 
he  was  doing  there,  thinking  that  he  was  one  who  belonged 
to  the  neighboring  camp. 

Before  our  hero  could  reply,  Straight  Eye  answered  the 
question  in  his  own  tongue. 

He  told  him  that  they  had  been  close  to  the  lines  of  the 
paleface  soldiers,  and  that  they  were  now  going  to  report  to 
Purple  Face. 

The  brave  gave  a  grunt  of  satisfaction  and  informed  them 
that  he,  too,  was  going  to  report  to  the  chief. 

Wild  grunted,  too,  and  it  sounded  so  much  like  the  noise  so 
common  to  the  Sioux  that  Straight  Eye  would  have  been  de¬ 
ceived  had  he  not  known  who  it  was. 

But  both  our  friends  knew  it  would  not  do  for  them  to  go 
to  the  camp  with  the  warrior. 

They  would  be  discovered  before  they  were  there  a  minute. 

As  it  was,  Straight  Eye  was  keeping  well  in  the  background, 
so  the  fellow  would  not  find  out  that  he  was  the  chief’s 
brother. 

The  only  way  to  settle  the  business  was  to  either  kill  or 
make  a  prisoner  of  the  Sioux. 

Wild  did  not  want  to  kill  him  in  cold  blood,  as  he  did  not 
believe  it  was  necessary  to  do  so. 

He  resolved  to  seize  and  bind  and  gag  him. 

He  gave  Straight  Eye  a  nudge  and  received  a  nudge  in  reply. 

Then,  without  the  least  warning,  he  caught  the  unsuspect¬ 
ing  brave  by  the  throat  with  his  left  hand  and  thrust  his  right 
over  his  mouth. 

At  the  same  instant  Straight  Eye  sprang  forward  and  pin¬ 
ioned  his  arms  to  his  side. 

The  Indian  struggled  to  get  free,  but  it  was  useless. 

His  captors  were  supple  and  strong,  and  in  less  than  a  min¬ 
ute  he  was  securely  bound  and  gagged. 

And  the  noise  our  friends  made  in  accomplishing  this  was 
nothing  to  speak  of. 

“Fetch  him  over  to  this  tree,”  Wild  whispered.  “We  will 
tie  him  to  it,  so  he  won’t  be  able  to  roll  around  and  make  a 
noise  that  might  attract  the  attention  of  the  others.” 

“That’s  right.”  replied  the  red  man  with  the  white  heart, 
and  a  couple  of  minutes  later  they  had  finished  the  job. 

Then  they  started  ahead  again. 

Wild  now  made  for  a  big  tree  that  was  not  far  distant. 

He  wanted  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  camp,  and  he  was  going 
to  climb  the  tree  for  that  purpose. 

His  companion  nodded  when  he  saw  what  he  was  going  to 
do.  and  crouched  down  near  the  trunk  to  wait  till  be  came 
down. 

Wild  soon  got  far  enough  up  in  the  branches  to  catch  a  good 
view  of  the  camp. 

The  warriors  were  on  the  alert  for  an  attack,  it  seemed,  for 
they  were  strewn  about  all  over  the  camp,  and  those  of  them 
who  had  rifles  were  to  be  seen  with  them. 

“The  time  is  up  to-night.  I  hardly  think  the  regulars  will 
attack  them  to-night,”  thought  Wild,  as  he  looked  at  the  scene 
“The  Indians  must  have  scout*-  out,  too,  or  they  •would  not  be 
in  such  fighting  trim.  Well,  there  are  no  more  than  there 
were  last  night,  anyhow.” 

He  could  see  the  camp  not  over  two  hundred  yards  distant, 
and  on  the  right  and  left  of  him  were  guards  walking  back 
and  forth. 

The  closest  one  to  him  was  on  the  left  and.  having  located 
the  place  where  he  was.  he  descended  the  tree. 

Just  as  he  got  to  the  lowest  branches  and  was  going  to 
swing  and  drop  to  the  ground,  the  voice  of  Straight  K>c  s.ud 
in  a  low  tone: 
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"Young  Wild  West  stay  in  tree.  I  go  and  get  his  horse 
now.  He  wait  here  till  1  come  back.” 

*' -\U  right.”  answered  Wild,  who  really  thought  it  as  good 
a  time  as  any  for  the  chief  to  make  the  attempt  to  recover 
Spitfire. 

So  he  drew  himself  up  in  the  boughs  again,  and  Straight 
Eye  disappeared  in  the  gloom  of  the  night.  I 

Wild  went  up  the  tree  again  in  the  hope  that  he  might 
ca:eh  a  glimpse  of  his  friend  as  he  stole  into  the  camp  of  his 
people. 

He  was  soon  resting  securely  in  a  fork,  where  he  had  a 
pretty  good  view  of  the  camp,  and  then  he  tried  to  locate  the 
place  where  the  warriors  kept  their  horses. 

But  this  he  could  not  do,  as  a  clump  of  trees  hid  a  portion 
of  the  scene  from  his  sight. 

“The  horses  must  be  behind  those  trees,”  he  muttered.  “I 
can't  see  them,  but  they  must  be  there.  I  will  not  be  able  to 
see  Straight  Eye  do  the  trick,  after  all.  That  big  tepee  in  the 
center  is  undoubtedly  where  Purple  Face  holds  forth.  I  wish 
old  Sitting  Bull  was  there,  too,  for  if  he  was,  I  believe  I’d 
make  an  attempt  to  capture  him.  There  is  a  reward  offered 
for  him  alive.” 

Our  hero  remained  up  the  tree  several  minutes.  1 

Then  he  concluded  that  his  Indian  friend  must  have  reached 
the  camp  long  before  this,  and  as  he  could  see  no  signs  of  any 
disturbance,  he  concluded  that  if  he  had  made  the  attempt  to 
get  the  horse  he  must  have  been  successful. 

He  started  to  descend  the  tree,  and  as  he  got  about  half¬ 
way  down  he  heard  faint  sounds  of  footsteps. 

Wild  paused  and  listened. 

Whoever  it  was  coming,  he  was  making  toward  the  tree. 

A  break  in  the  foliage  permitted  him  to  look  down  to  the 
ground,  and  keeping  his  eyes  fixed  upon  that  particular  spot, 
he  presently  saw  the  tufted  head  of  an  Indian  warrior  appear. 

Then  the  whole  body  came  in  sight  and  halted  right  in  the 
clear  spot  beneath  him. 

Wild  certainly  thought  it  was  Straight  Eye,  but  he  was  not 
going  to  jump  at  any  conclusion,  so  he  waited  to  see  what 
would  follow. 

It  was  too  dark  for  him  to  see  the  redskin  plainly;  he  could 
only  just  make  out  that  he  was  an  Indian. 

As  he  watched  below  him,  he  saw  the  newcomer  turn  his 
gaze  in  every  direction,  and  then  with  an  air  of  satisfaction, 
he  started  to  climb  the  tree. 

“Whew!”  muttered  our  hero,  under  his  breath.  “If  it  is 
Straight  Eye  it  is  mighty  funny  why  he  did  not  give  some  sort 
of  a  signal  instead  of  coming  up  here  to  join  me.  I  guess  it 
isn’t  him,  after  all.” 

He  got  himself  in  a  firm  position  and  waited  for  the  redskin 
to  come  up. 

With  scarcely  a  particle  of  noise  he  ascended  the  tree, 
slowly  but  surely. 

In  less  than  a  minute  he  was  within  three  feet  of  Young 
Wild  West,  and  he  had  not  seen  him  yet. 

Wild  was  now  satisfied  that  it  was  not  Straight  Eye. 

The  next  instant  the  Indian’s  hand  caught  hold  of  the 
boy’s  leg,  which  he  evidently  mistook  for  a  limb. 

“Ugh!” 

“Ugh!”  answered  Wild. 

But  the  Indian’s  grunt  was  one  of  suspicion,  and  Wild  knew 
why. 

In  disguising  himself  he  had  neglected  his  footgear. 

He  had  on  a  pair  of  fancy  riding  boots  he  generally  wore, 
and  as  very  few  of  the  Sioux  tribe  wore  such  things,  the  red 

man  was  suspicious.  , 

“What  is  the  matter?”  asked  Wild,  speaking  In  the  Sioux 

tongue  as  good  as  he  could. 

"Who  are  you?”  was  the  answer. 

At  the  same  time  the  grip  tightened  on  the  boy’s  ankle,  and 
he  received  a  jerk  that  would  surely  have  dislodged  him  if  he 
had  not  b°en  anticipating  something  of  the  sort. 

But.  he  h<  Id  on  tightly,  and  then  with  remarkable  quickness 
he  kicked  with  the  other  foot  and  sent  his  foe  crashing  to  the 
ground.  , 

Wild  carne  down.  too.  almost  as  fast  as  the  falling  Indian,  it 

seemed.  ' 

H‘-  k n e w  that  what  he  did  now  must  be  done  quickly,  and 
he  dropped  from  a  limb  that  was  easily  twelve  feet  from  the 

H<-  did  not  lose  his  balance  when  he  landed,  and  he  found 
the  Indian  just  In  the  act  of  struggling  to  his  feet. 

"You  an-  a  fool!”  he  r/.!d  in  the  Sioux  language.  “What  did 

>ou  p  II  my  U g  for?” 


WEST'S 

But  though  the  young  prince  of  the  saddle  could  speak  the 
language  fairly  well,  he  could  not  do  it  well  enough  to  deceive 
the  red  man. 

He  knew1  it  was  a  paleface  in  disguise,  and  angered  at  hav¬ 
ing  been  kicked  out  of  the  tree,  he  meant  to  have  his  scalp. 
Luckily  for  Wild,  he  did  not  sound  an  alarm. 

If  he  had  done  this  things  would  have  been  rather  danger¬ 
ous  for  him. 

The  redskin  seemed  to  think  that  he  could  take  care  of  the 
paleface  who  was  prowling  around  rigged  out  as  an  Indian 
warrior  and,  drawing  his  knife,  he  made  a  rush  for  the  boy. 
Nothing  could  have  suited  Young  Wild  West  better. 

He  was  right  in  his  element  now,  for  he  felt  that  he  must 
slay  the  fellow,  and  he  did  not  wish  to  do  it  without  warning. 

He  parried  the  thrust  made  at  him  and  then  acted  on  the 
defensive  to  make  his  foe  more  confident. 

Greatly  encouraged,  the  brave  sailed  right  in  to  make  the 
contest  a  short  one. 

Wild  was  waiting  for  his  chance,  and  it  came  soon  enough. 
As  the  redskin  made  a  vicious  lunge  at  him  he  stepped 
nimbly  aside. 

Then  his  blade  shot  downward  and  out.  There  was  a  thud, 
and  the  brave  dropped  to  the  ground. 

He  had. found  the  heart  of  the  shrewd  fellow  at  the  first 
blow  he  struck,  and  with  a  quiver  and  a  gasp  he  expired.  • 

It  was  simply  a  case  of  another  red  fiend  being  sent  to  the 
Happy  Hunting  Grounds. 

Wild  quickly  wiped  off  the  knife,  and  then  seizing  the  body, 
drew  it  into  a  clump  of  bushes. 

As  the  brief  fight  had  made  considerable  noise,  he  was 
afraid  that  the  sounds  might  have  been  heard  by  some  of  the 
braves  on  guard. 

He  crouched  low  to  the  ground  and  listened,  knowing  that 
in  the  darkness  when  a  warrior  hears  a  suspicious  sound  he 
generally  sneaks  to  the  spot,  instead  of  rushing  to  find  out 
what  was  the  trouble.  f 

Five  minutes  passed. 

Wild  heard  nothing  to  indicate  that  there  were  any  more 
redskins  in  the  near  vicinity. 

He  wondered  what  was  keeping  Straight  Eye  so  long. 

Pretty  soon  Wild  got  up  and  made  his  way  back  to  the  tree. 
Just  then  he  heard  a  sound  that  made  him  peer  through  the 
darkness  in  an  interested  way. 

A  horse  was  approaching  slowly. 

Our  hero  felt  that  he  could  recognize  the  tread  of  Spitfire’s 
hoofs. 

The  next  minute  the  horse  came  in  sight. 

With  it  was  a  man. 

Young  Wild  West  stole  forward  to  meet  them,  for  he  recog¬ 
nized  them  both. 

They  were  Straight  Eye  and  the  sorrel. 

"Gome!”  whispered  the  Indian.  "We  must  get  away  before 
the  man  on  guard  discovers  that  the  horse  is  gone.  Purple 
Face  had  a  brave  to  watch  him  carefully,  but  I  fooled  him.' 
Here  is  your  horse.  Now  you  know  that  Straight  Eye  tells 
the  truth  when  he  gives  his  promise.” 

“That’s  right,”  retorted  Wild.  "I  thank  you  ever  so  much 
for  getting  Spitfire  for  me.” 

The  intelligent  horse  was  rubbing  his  nose  against  the 
shoulder  of  his  master,  and  the  only  way  Wild  could  keep  him 
from  uttering  a  whinny  was  by  holding  his  head  down  a  trifle. 

The  well-trained  steed  had  been  taught  that  he  was  expected 
to  be  silent  when  his  head  was  held  in  that  position. 

The  guides  and  pioneers  of  the  prairie  always  had  their 
horses  trained  to  remain  silent  in  times  of  danger. 

It  is  not  a  difficult  thing  to  train  a  horse  to  anything  it  is 
capable  of  acquiring. 

All  that  is  needed  is  patience. 

Young  Wild  West  had  made  a  good  job  of  training  his  horse, 
and  the  two  understood  each  other  as  well  as  a  man  and  horse 
could. 

Straight  Eye  gave  a  nod  of  pleasure  when  he  noticed  how 
glad  the  horse  was  to  meet  his  master. 

The  Indian  had  the  greatest  of  difficulty  in  leading  him 
away  from  the  camp,  but  be  had  held  his  head  down,  and  that 
was  why  Spitfire  did  not  cut  up  more. 

But  now  the  thing  was  for  them  to  get  through  the  ll-i  of 
sentinels  with  the  horse. 

It  was  decided  that  Straight  Eye  should  go  ahead  and  pick 
;  the  way,  while  Wild  followed  with  the  sorrel. 

1  There  was  one  less  sentinel  to  bother  them,  anyway,  as  the 
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one  who  had  climbed  ihe  tree  and  Interfered  with  our  hero 
was  no  more. 

Just  why  the  brave  had  climbed  the  free  Wild  did  not  know, 
but  he  believed  that  he  had  come  up  to  take  a  look  at  the 
camp  of  his  people,  just  to  see  if  the  Indians  were  ready  to  do 
battle  with  the  w-hites  in  ease  of  an  attack. 

lie  had  not  told  Straight  Eye  of  the  fate  of  the  brave. 

There  was  no  time  now  to  do  much  talking. 

What  they  wanted  to  do  was  to  get  to  the  place  where  they 
had  left  the  horses  they  rode  out  from  Weston  with. 

Slowly  and  cautiously  Straight  Eye  made  his  way  along-. 

Sometimes  he  would  drop  flat  to  the  ground  and  remain  that 
way  for  the  space  of  a  minute  or  more. 

Then  he  would  resume  his  way  again,  Young  Wild  West 
following  his  motions  as  much  as  he  could. 

He  could  not  drop  to  the  ground,  as  it  was  necessary  for 
him  to  keep  his  hand  at  the  head  of  Spitfire  all  the  time. 

The  Indian  chose  a  way  that  was  not  very  straight,  but  it 
proved  to  be  a  safe  one,  for  after  what  seemed  a  very  long 
time  they  reached  the  two  horses  they  had  left  behind  them. 

Wild  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief. 

It  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever  followed  a  Sioux  scout  in 
that  way,  and  he  was  glad  they  had  got  through. 

While  Straight  Eye  had  displayed  great  tact  and  judgment, 
the  boy  felt  that  he  could  have  made  the  distance  in  half  the 
time. 

But  the  ways  of  a  white  man  and  an  Indian  are  different, 
and  so  they  were  in  this  case.  % 

Our  two- friends  were  in  the  act  of  untying  the  two  horses 
when  they  suddenly  heard  horsemen  approaching. 

Instantly  they  lapsed  into  the  utmost  silence. 

The  next  minute  three  men  rtde  up  and  dismounted  within 
a  dozen  yards  of  them. 

Wild  could  see  them  quite  plainly  in  the  starlight,  and  he 
instantly  recognized  them  as  Scar-face  Dan  and  the  two  men 
lie  had  with  him  at  the  Gazoo  that  day. 


“I  seen  it  all.  Young  Wild  West  was  the  cause  of  1*  all." 

“It  was  tlier  redskin  what  dropped  Tom,"  spoke  up  one  of 
the  men. 

“Yes,”  said  Flannigan;  "but  who  made  the  redskin  do  it? 
It  was  Young  Wild  West,  wasn't  It?” 

“Yes;  an’  if  he  hadn't  done  it  jest  as  he  did,  Young  Wild 
West  would  have  got  a  dose  of  lead.” 

“He's  too  lucky,  anyway;  he  always  whs;  but  ther  time  will 
come  when  he  will  go  under.  An'  when  it  does  come  this  town 
will  be  belter  off,  I  think.  Why,  he’s  got  such  a  strong  pull 
in  Weston  here  that  a  feller  don’t  dare  to  run  a  crooked  gam¬ 
blin'  game,  unless  he  does  it  on  (her  sly.  I’ve  never  expressed 
myself  afore,  but  I’ve  been  doin’  a  whole  lot  of  thinkin'  for  a 
long  time.  I  wouldn’t  care  to  have  Young  Wild  West  hear 
that  I  said  this,  ’cause,  to  tell  ther  truth,  I’m  afraid  of  him." 

“Well,  1  reckon  he  is  somethin’  more  than  ordinary,  so  r 
don’t  blame  yer  for  bein’  afraid  of  him.  Let’s  have  another 
drink.”  And  the  man  with  the  scarred  face  threw  a  gold 
piece  cn  the  bar. 

There  was  no  one  in  the  place  but  the  proprietor  when  the 
three  came  in,  and  before  they  had  been  there  twenty  minutes 
they  were  cn  the  best  of  terms  with  him. 

They  had  been  drinking  quite  heavily  when  Wild  and  his 
Indian  friend  came  into  the  Gazoo,  but  -what  followed  had 
served  to  sober  them  up  somewhat. 

Now  they  were  making,  up  for  it,  and  as  the  fiery  liquor 
began  to  course  through  their  veins  more  rapidly  their  tongues 
loosened. 

“I  guess  we  kin  make  this  our  headquarters  while  we  are 
doin’  business  around  here,”  observed  Scar-face  Dan,  as  they 
accepted  the  proprietor's  invitation  to  a  seat  in  the  back 
room. 

“Certainly.  My  terms  are  as  reasonable  as  any  of  ’em.  an’ 
I  guess  you’ll  find  that  I’ll  treat  you  all  right,  no  matter  what 
your  business  is.  What  might  it  be,  if  I  an’t  inquisitive?” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  KIDNAPPING  OF  ELOISE  GARDNER. 

As  coon  as  Scar-face  Dan  had  attended  to  his  business  with 
the  undertaker  he  headed  lor  another  place  where  liquor 
was  sold,  followed  by  the  two  men  who  had  been  so  astonished 
at  what  Young  Wild  West  did. 

The  villains  had  for  a  long  time  been  possessed  of  the  idea 
that  there  was  not  a  man  living  who  could  make  Scar-face 
Dan  take  water. 

But  the  handsome,  boyish-looking  young  fellow  with  the 
long  chestnut  hair  had  done  it— and  he  baa  done  it  thor¬ 
oughly. 

There  was  no  mistaking  that,  and  Scar-face  Dan  felt  very 
much  ashamed  of  it. 

The  alleged  hotel  that  the  three  dropped  into  was  kept  by 
a  man  named  Flannigan. 

Flannigan  had  been  there  ever  since  the  town  had  started  to 
boom,  and  he  had  long  been  jealous  of  the  patronage  of  the 

Gazoo. 

The  man  was  not  what  might  be  called  a  villain,  but  he  was 
fast  bordering  onto  such. 

He  hated  Brown,  and  did  not  have  any  particular  love  for 
Young  Wild  West  and  his  close  friends  and  partners. 

From  his  stoop  he  had  witnessed  what  took  place  in  front  of 
the  Gazoo,  and  when  the  three  crestfallen  men  entered  his 
place,  he  gave  them  a  warm  welcome. 

Come  up  an  have  a  drink  with  me,"  Flannigan  said  to 
them.  “I  seen  what  happened  over  at  the  other  place.  It 
seems  that  strangers  will  stop  there  afore  they  know  what 
sort  of  a  place  it  is;  an’  if  they  happen  to  git  a  little  reckless, 
Young  Wild  West  is  around  to  make  trouble  for  ’em.  I  am 
of  ther  opinion  that  Young  Wild  West  owns  ther  biggest  in¬ 
terest  in  that  place,  anyhow,  as  Brown  seems  to  do  jest  about 
what  he  wants  him  to." 

*T  shouldn’t  wonder  but  what  you’re  right,  friend,”  re¬ 
plied  Scar-face  Dan,  glad  that  he  had  found  some  one  to  sym¬ 
pathize  with  him.  “What’s  your  name,  anyhow?” 

“Flannigan.  Didn't  yer  see  ther  name  over  ther  door? 
This  is  Flannigan’s  Rest,  an’  I’m  Flannigan,  ther  proprie¬ 
tor.” 

"Well,  they  calls  me  Scar-face  Dan,  for  short.  Shake,  Mr. 
Flannigan!  I’m  right  glad  to  meet  yer.” 

The  two  shook  hands,  and  then  the  villain  introduced  his 
two  chums. 

"There  was  four  of  us,  but  now  there’s  only  three,”  he  ob¬ 
served.  with  a  scowl. 


Scar-face  winked  in  a  knowing  manner. 

“That  is  a  putty  plain  question,”  he  answered.  “But  mebbe 
we'll  tell  you  afore  we  go  away.  If  I  thought  you  could  help 
us  out  I’d  tell  you  right  away.” 

“You  kin  depend  on  me  to  help  you  out,  no  matter  what 
ther  business  is,”  and  Flannigan  showed  his  eagerness  to 
[  learn  by  leaning  close  to  the  villain.  “Of  course,  if  there  was 
any  risk  for  me  to  run  I’d  want  to  be  paid  for  my  share  of 
'ther  work.” 

“You’d  git  paid  well,  all  right,"  was  the  assurance.  “Now. 
I  want  to  jjask  you  a  question  or  two.  -You  kin  answer  if  you 
want  to,  an'  if  you  don’t  want  to,  it  is  all  ther  same.” 

“Fire  ahead,  friend.  I’ll  answer  any  question  I  kin.” 

“Well,  how  long  have  you  been  in  this  town?” 

“Ever  since  it  first  come  to  grow.  1  come  here  about  two 
weeks  after  Young  Wild  West  settled  here  and  struck  it  rich 
on  a  claim  that  he  won  in  a  shootin’  match.” 

“Was  you  here  when  a  show  was  busted  an’  a  gal  trapeze 
actor  was  taken  away  from  the  show  people,  'cause  she  said 
they  didn't  treat  her  right?” 

“I  was,"  said  Flannigan.  “I  was  one  of  ther  gang  what 
helped  bust  ther  show  that,  day.  Ther  gal  was  a  sickly- looking 
chit,  an  we  all  took  pity  on  her.  That  was  a  day  when  Young 
Wild  West  made  things  hum  around  here.  He  jest  jumped 
on  ther  stage  an  took  ther  starch  out.  of  ther  showman  in 
no  time.  Ther  gal’s  name  was  Eloise  Gardner,  an’  sic 
in  town  yet,  livin’  with  Young  Wild  West’s  friends.  She  is 
goin’  to  marry  Jim  Dart,  a  chum  of  Wild,  they  say." 

“Ah!”  and  Scar-face  Dan  showed  evidences  of  being  de¬ 
lighted.  “I  reckon  you  are  ther  man  I  want  to  talk  to,  Flan¬ 
nigan.  So, ther  gal  is  livin'  here  in  town,  eh?" 

“Oh,  yes;  an’  she’s  gittin’  to  be  a  fine-lookin’  voung  woman 
too.” 

“Did  you  over  hear  that  she  didn’t  know  who  her  folks  was 
or  anything  like  that?" 


res;  it  seems  to  me  that  I  heard  that  at  ther  time  She 
give  it  out  that  ther  show  people  had  stolen  her  from  a  farmer 
when  she  was  a  little  chit,  an’  that  they  had  made  her  learn 
to  act  on  (her  trapeze  an’  had  used  her  bad.  Banks  was  ther 
name  of  ther  showman;  he  got  strung  up  by  th’er  miners  a 
short  time  atter  that,  cause  he  started  a  gamblin'  place  Imre 
an  had  a  trap  in  ther  cellar  of  it  where  some  fellers  \*;is 
robbed  an  murdered.  I  remember  ther  whole  th’ng  now  " 
"Well,  111  tell  you  our  business  here,  then,  since  vou  hav- 
■  put  me  on  ther  right  track.  Ther  four  of  us  what  arrived 
here  irom  Spondulicks  this  mornin’  come  over  to  kill  ther  eri 
known  as  Eloise  Gardner.  That  ain’t  her  right  name,  put  sUt 
«on  t  know  Iner  difference,  nor  never  will.” 
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“Come  over  here  to  kill  her!"  exclaimed  Flannigan,  shrug¬ 
ging  his  shoulders  in  surprise.  “What  for?” 

“What  for?  Why.  for  five  thousand  dollars." 

“Oh.  some  one  is  payin’  you  to  do  ther  job.  then?” 

"Of  course.  Its  like  a  regular  bock  romance,  this  thing 
is.  Phis  trapeze  gal  is  ther  heir  to  about  a  million  dollars, 
or  putty  near  as  much  as  that,  anyway.  Her  uncle  has  traced 
her  up  an*  found  that  she  is  here  in  this  town.  If  she  dies 
he  gits  ther  money,  an’  if  ther  lawyer  what’s  lookin’  for  her 
finds  her  first,  he  11  be  dished  out  of  it.  Now,  there  are  a  lot 
of  redskins  hangin  around  here,  an’  ther  country  between 
here  and  Spondulicks,  so  if  this  gal  got  carried  off  to  a  lone¬ 
some  place  on  ther  mountain  and  "was  found  killed  and  scalped 
afnre  ther  lawyer  gits  here,  it  will  be  all  right,  an’  her  uncle 
wiU  fall  in  for  ther  fortune  jest  as  soon  as  ther  business  kin 
be  settled  up.” 

"I  see.  And  Flannigan  nodded.  “I  see  ther  whole  thing 
now.  Well,  how  kin  I  help  you  any  in  ther  game?” 

"lou  kin  show  us  ther  gal,  so’s  we  won’t  make  no  mistake, 
for  one  thing.  That  lawyer  is  due  here  some  time  this  week, 
an  what  we  do  has  got  to  be  done  putty  quick.  Now,  I’ll  tell 
yer  what  I’ll  do.  Poor  Tom  got  laid  out  by  that  redskin  a 
little  while  ago.  so  there’s  only  three  of  us  now.  I’ll  give  you 
his  share  if  you’ll  p’int  out  ther  gal  to  us,  an’  do  all  yer  kin  to 
help  us  git  hold  of  her. 

“Its  a  go!"  exclaimed  Flannigan. 

He  shook  hands  with  the  villain  to  show  his  sincerity. 

Though  Scar-face  Dan  had  been  rather  reckless  in  telling 
the  hotel-keeper  of  the  foul  plot,  he  had  made  no  mistake  in 
his  man. 


Flannigan  thought  it  would  be  an  easy  matter  for  him  to 
do  what  was  wanted  of  him. 

And  if  he  could  make  over  a  thousand  dollars  by  it,  he 
would  be  that  much  ahead. 

But  he  did  not  want  the  least  suspicion  to  rest  on  him. 

If  it  did  he  knew  that  his  sojourn  in  Weston  would  be 
short. 

The  girl  belonged  to  what  he  termed  Young  Wild  West’s 
gang,  and  that  was  sufficient  to  make  him  be  careful  in  what 
he  did. 


«r“ril  sheflv  you  ther  gal  In  less  than  half  an  hour,”  he  said. 
“She  goes  to  ther  post-office  as  regular  as  clock-work  every 
day  around  two.  You  see,  old  man  Murdock  is  ther  post¬ 
master  here,  an’  his  granddaughter  does  ther  business  for  him. 
Her  name  is  Arietta,  an’  she’s  ther  sweetheart  of  Young  Wild 
West.  Eloise  Gardner  an’  her  are  jest  as  strong  friends  as 
Wild  an*  Jim  Dart  is.  They  act  like  sisters  more  than  any¬ 
thing  else.  We'll  all  have  a  bite  to  eat.  an’  by  that  time  she’ll 
liki  iy  come  along.  I’ll  p’int  her  out  to  yer.  an’  then  we'll 
trv  an'  think  of  a  way  for  you  to  git  hold  of  her.” 

“Good!” 


The  scar  faced  villain’s  two  chums  showed  how  pleased 
they  were,  too:  but  they  had  nothing  to  say,  as  they  left  it 
all  to  their  leader  to  plan*  out. 

By  this  time  Elannigan’s  bartender,  Avho  usually  slept  till 
noon,  showed  up. 

Tim  proprietor  could  now  go  to  dinner,  so  he  took  his  three 
guests  with  him. 

It  was  just  about  two  o'clock  when  pretty  Eloise  Gardner 
came  walking  past  on  her  way  to  the  post-office  to  keep  the 
rr.mpanv  of  Arietta  Murdock  for  a  little  while. 

Humiignn  pointed  her  out  to  the  villains,  and  they  took  a 
good  look  at  her. 

-P  s<  um  like  a  shame  to  kill  such  a  putty  gal.”  remarked 
o.»e  of  tlm  men.  “Mebbc  if  her  uncle  could  see  her  he  might 
change  his  mind  about  it." 

-  No.  he  wouldn't!”  cried  Scar  face  Dan.  “It  ain’t,  for  us 
to  think  how  putty  ther  gal  is;  it  is  for  us  to  do  as  we  was 
hired  to  do." 

“That’s  right.”  nodded  Flannigan. 

rl ; c  them  remained  at  the  place  all  the  afternoon. 

]  1 1<*  proprietor  let  them  into  a  room  where  there  were  bunks, 
am!  they  slept  off  the  effects  of  the  liquor  they  had  im¬ 
bibed. 

It  was  a l»o ut  dusk  when  they  awoke. 

f  '  .  i  r  gave  them  a  drink  apiece  and  then  took  them 


in  to  Stifrper. 

I  hnv*  hit'll  fhiukin’  of  a  plan  while  you  fellers  was  sleep- 
jr  •  |„.  ,.a|d.  j.  be  *;! f  down  to  the  table  with  them,  after 

cjo-. lug  anti  locking  the  door. 

*  < . . enough!*'  exclaimed  Scar-face  Dan.  ‘  I'm  willln  to 
Ido  ■  how  to  git  hold  of  ther  gal,  tin1 

ik  t  w-r  to  ther  house  where  she  lives  an'  snatch  her 
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“That’s  jest  what  yer  must  do,  but  yer  must  do  it  without 
any  one  knowln*  it.” 

“Well,  tell  us  how  we  arc  goin’  to  do  It  that  way.  We 
don’t  want  to  git  caught  by  Young  Wild  West  or  his  gang.” 

"No:  1  reckon  not.  We  mightn’t  git  away  alive,  then.” 

“Sec  here.”  observed  the  hotel-keeper,  suddenly,  as  lie  just 
thought  of  something.  “If  it  should  happen  that  you  got 
caught,  you  ain’t  goin’  to  let  ’em  know  that  I  had  anything 
to  do  with  ther  business,  are  yer?” 

“No;  we  ain’t  ther  kind  what  squeals.  But  don’t  worry 
about  us.gittin’  caught  in  this  game.  It  wouldn’t  pay  us  to 
run  ther  risk  of  gittin’  caught.  Now,  yon  jest  tell  us  what 
yer  plan  is.” 

“Well,  ther  best  way  I  kin  think  of  is  for  ther  three  of  yer 
to  go  over  to  the  house  about  bed-time.  Two  of  yer  must 
hide  in  ther  bushes  an’  ther  other  one  must  go  to  ther  door 
an’  inquire  if  Jim  Dart  is  there.  IP  he  is  you  must  git  him 
out  an’  silence  him  with  a  club,  an’  then  run  to  ther  door 
an’  call  for  ther  gal,  tellin’  her  that  her  lover  lias  hurt  himself. 
Shd’ll  come  runnin’  out,  an’  then  you  kin  grab  her  an’  be  off 
in  a  hurry.” 

“An’  suppose  ther  feller,  Jim  Dart,  ain't  there— what  then?” 
queried  the  leader  of  the  trio. 

.  “Well,  it  w’ill  be  all  the  easier  in  that  case.  All  you  will 
have  to  do  is  to  tell  her.  ther  same  story— that  her  lover  is 
out  in  ther  road  badly  hurt.  If  any  one  else  comes  out  with 
her  you  will  have  to  look  out  for  them.” 

“By  jingo!  I  think  your  plan  is  a  good  one.” 

“I  know  it  is.” 

“We  kin  have  our  horses  ready  close  by,  an’  before  they 
kin  catch  us  we’ll  be  off.  ’T&iu’t  likely  they’ll  lire  at  us  for 
fear  of  hittin’  ther  gal.” 

“Certainly  they  wron’t  fire  at  yer— not  if  yer  keep  in  a  bunch. 
Then,  when  yer  git  on  ther  mountain  yer  kin  do  ther  act 
that  yer  was  hired  to  do  an’  be  off.  But  before  yer  go  I’d  like 
to  have  my  share  of  ther  boodle.” 

“You’ll  have  to  go  to  Spondulicks  to  git  that,”  was  the 
reply.  “We  only  got  quarter  of  ther  money  in  advance.” 

“Well,  give  me  my  quarter  of  it  now,  then.  I’ve  told  yer 
how  to  do  ther  business,  an’  I  reckon  I’ve  earned  it.” 

The  other  two  scoundrels  seemed  to  think  he  had,  so  the 
scar-faced  man  counted  out  a  fourth  of  the  money  he  had 
received  from  the  uncle  of  Eloise  Gardner  in  Spondulicks. 

Flannigan  was  very  glad  to  get  the  money,  and  he  assured 
them  over  and  over  that  his  plan  was  bound  to  work. 

The  Murdock  residence,  where  the  girl  lived,  was  pretty 
well  at  the  outskirts  of  the  town. 

It  was  right  on  the  road  that  led  up  the  mountain,  too.  and 
that  was  another  thing  to  the  advantage  of  the  villains. 

Shortly  before  ten  o’clock  in  the  evening  the  three  got 
ready  to  carry  out  the  plan. 

They  bade  good-by  to  Flannigan.  who  wished  them  luck, 
and  then  rode  out  to  the  house,  which  had  been  pointed  out 
to  them  by  the  scheming  hotel-keeper. 

The  night  was  clear  and  balmy,  and  as  they  rode  past  they 
heard  voices  coming  from  the  vine-covered  porch. 

The  voices  came  from  a  male  and  female,  and  the  trio 
of  villains  promptly  came  to  the  conclusion  that  Jim  Dart 
and  the  girl  were  there. 

A  few  yards-  past  the  house  they  came  to  a  halt  and  dis¬ 
mounted. 

Scar-face  Dan  was  not  overbright,  but  it  had  suddenly  oc¬ 
curred  to  him  how  to  act. 

“We'll  sneak  up  to  that  porch."  he  whispered  to  his  com¬ 
panions,  “an’  if  ther  gab  are*  there  will)  her  beau  we'll  hit 
him  on  tlier  head  an’  grab  her  an’  run  off.” 

This  of  course  suited  the  men,  who  really  had  no*  ideas  of 
their  own,  and  depended  strictly  on  their  leader. 

Leaving  their  horses  at  the  roadside,  they  crawled  back 
toward  the  pretty  little  cottage. 

As  they  neared  it  they  could  hear  the  low  voices  of  two 
lovers. 

The  fact  was  that  Jim  Dart  and  Eloise  Gardner  were  there. 

And  Jim,  in  the  presence  of  his  sweetheart,  was  forgetful 
of  all  else  just  then. 

He  was  talking  to  her  of  the  future,  and  she  was  listening 
to  him  as  only  a  happy  maiden  can. 

Nearer  came  (lie  creeping  scoundrels,  and  presently  they 
were  within  a  couple  of  feet  of  the  unsuspecting  couple. 

There  was  a  lamp  shining  from  t lie  window  of  the  house, 
and  as  the  rays  were  thrown  upon  the  porch,  the  men  could 
see  just,  where  Jim  and  the  girl  were  standing. 

Scar-face  Dan  waited  so  long  that  his  two  companions  be¬ 
gan  to  grow  nervous. 

They  wanted  to  have  it  over  with  ns  soon  as  possible. 
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Soar-face  Dan  suddenly  reached  out  and  struck  Jim  a  blow 
on  tin*  back  of  the  head  with  the  butt  of  his  revolver. 

And  as  he  did  this  the  other  two  leaped  upon  the  porch 
and  seized  Eloi.se. 

A  stilled  scream  came  from  her  lips,  and  then  she  was 
silent. 

A  heavy  hand  was  held  tightly  over  her  mouth  and  she 
was  borne  away. 

Though  the  blow  did  not  exactly  stun  Jim.  it  made  him 
powerless  to  act  for  the  space  of  a  minute. 

He  remained  on  his  hands  and  knees,  where  he  had  dropped, 
for  that  brief  period,  dazed  and  wondering  what  had  hap¬ 
pened. 

But  as  soon  as  he  could  throw  the  feeling  off  he  was  upon 
his  feet.  , 

He  ran  out  of  the  little  yard  info  the  road,  revolver  in 
hand. 

And  then  he  heard  the  sounds  of  receding  hoofs. 

“Heavens:”  he  gasped.  “Some  one  has  carried  off  Eloise. 
Jack!  Charlie!  Come  out— quick!” 

Cheyenne  Charlie  lived  in  the  adjoining  house. 

He  was  just  thinking  of  retiring  for  the  night  when  he 
heard  the  call. 

He  grabbed  his  revolvers  and  was  out  almost  instantly,  * 

“What  is  ther  matter?”  he  cried.  “Who  is  it?” 

“It  is  I— Jim.  Some  scoundrels  knocked  me  down,  and  have 
carried  off  Eloise.  (.Jet  your  horse— quick!” 

That  was  all  the  scout  wanted  to  know  just  then. 

He  flew  for  the  table,  and  his  wife,  who  had  been  listening, 
promptly  ran  to  arouse  the  neighbors. 

The  result  was  that  in  five  minutes  Jack  Robedee,  old  man 
Murdock  and  Dove-Eye  Dave,  the  next  nearest  neighbor,  were 
riding  in  pursuit. 

But  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart  were  well  ahead  of 
them! 

Jim  had  rushed  to  the  stable  of  Dove-Eye  Dave  when 
Charlie  went  for  his  horse. 

There  were  always  plenty  of  horses  to  be  found  there,  and 
Ithe  old  man  gave  him  the  first  one  he  came  to  when  he  un¬ 
locked  the  door. 

The  horses  Jim  and  Charlie  were  mounted  on  were  swift 
ones. 

They  had  not  taken  (lie  trouble  to  saddle  them,  but  rode 
bareback. 

The  scout  was  hatless,  too,  but  that  made  no  difference  to 
him  just  then. 

He  had  his  trusty  revolvers  with  him.  and  woe  to  the  vil¬ 
lains  who  had  kidnaped  Eloise  (Jardner  if  ho  got  near  enough 
to  shoot. 

On  thundered  the  steeds  in  their  rage  to  save  the  kidnaped 
girl. 

In  five  minutes  they  had  gained  so  much  on  the  fugitives 
that  they  could  hear  the  clatter  of  the  horses’  hoofs  ahead 
of  them. 

It  was  then  that  the  three  villains  became  aware  of  the 
fact  that  they  were  being  pursued. 

Scar-face  Dan  thought  he  had  hit  Jim  Dart  hard  enough 
to  make  him  remain  unconscious  for  a  long  time,  and  if  it 
had  not  been  a  glancing  blow  such  would  have  been  the  case. 

The  villain  had  Eloise  on  the  horse  with  him,  and  though 
a  handkerchief  had  been  tied  over  her  mouth  and  a  belt 
strapped  around  her  body  that  pinioned  her  arms  to  her  sides, 
he  had  no  little  difficulty  in  keeping  her  on  the  animal. 

“They’re  after  us  hot.  Dan.."  said  one  of  the  men,  anx¬ 
iously.  » 

“Yes.  I  know*,  but  we  may  be  able  to  git  away  from  ’em. 
Keep  right  at  it.  This  horse  I’ve  got  seems  to  be  a  good 
one.” 

“Yes;  but  mebbe  the  ones  them  fellers  have  got  are  good 
ones,  too. " 

“Well,  you  come  right  on.  We’ll  git  out  of  this  all  right, 
see  if  we  don’t.” 

They  did  gaiu  a  little  then,  as  the  sound  of  pursuit  did  not 
Increase  any. 

Another  mile  was  covered,  and  their  pursuers  were  not 
nca  rer. 

“Blame  ther  luck!"  exclaimed  the  scar-faced  villain.  “If 


“I  wouldn’t  if  I  was  you,”  spoke  up  the  man  who  had  made* 
the  last  remark.  “They  would  surely  make  us  bite  ther  dust 
in  no  time  ir  you  was  to  kill  her.  I  think  ther  best  thing  we 
kin  do  is  to  let  her  go.  That  would  be  ther  means  of  makin’ 
our  pursuers  halt  for  a  time,  an’  then  we  might  git  erwav." 

“You  shut  up!"  cried  the  leader,  angrily.  “Don’t  go  to 


talkin’  that  way,  now.  Don’t  you  want  your  share  of  ther 
five  thousand?” 

“Oh,  yes;  I’d  like  to  have  that  well  enough,  but - " 

The  “but”  was  a  sticker  to  the  man. 

It  was  evident  that  he  could  not  see  their  escape  very 
clearly. 

He  had  not  reckoned  on  their  being  pursued  so  quickly. 

The  race  continued  ou  ftr  two  or  three  miles  further,  and 
then  the  three  villains  became  convinced  that  they  had  out¬ 
distanced  and  lost  their  pursuers,  as  they  had  turned  from 
the  road  about  three  minutes  before. 

“Whoa!”  said  Scar-face  Dan.  and  his  horse  came  to  a  halt. 

His  companions  followed  his  example,  and  then  the  villain 
allowed  his  helpless  captive  to  fall  to  the  ground. 

“I  guess  we’ll  do  ther  business  right  here,”  he  coolly  ob¬ 
served,  as  he  dismounted. 

“And  I  guess  you  will  hold  up  your  hands,  or  die  in  your 
tracks!”  cried  the  voice  of  Young  Wild  West,  and  the  next 
instant  the  boy  appeared  before  him  with  leveled  revolver. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

SKIRMISHING  OX  THE  MOUNTAIN. 

.  •  .  .  '  ’  ’  f 

Young  Wild  West  had  no. sooner  recognized  the  villains  as 
they  halted  before  the  place  where  he  was  standing  with 
Straight  Eye  when  he  noticed  that  one  of  them  let  a  bulky 
object  drop  to  the  ground. 

He.  stepped  a  little  nearer  and  beard  Scar-face  Dan  say 
that  he  guessed  they  would  do  the  business  right  there,  and 
then  it, was  that  the  dashing  young  prince  of  the  saddle  ap¬ 
peared  before  the  astonished  trio  of. villains. 

The  scar-faced  man  knew  the  voice  instantly  when  he  was 
told  to  hold  up  his  hands,  and  he  lost  no  time  in  obeying. 

The  other  two  men  looked  amazed,  but  made  a  move  to 
draw  their  revolvers. 

‘“Hands  up!” 

It  was  Straight  Eye  who  gave  this  command*  and  thev 
found  themselves  looking  into  the  muzzles  of  a  pair  of  re¬ 
volvers  in  his  hands. 

“The  first  man  who  moves  will  die!”  exclaimed  Young  Wild 
West. 

The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  his  mouth  when  there  was 
a  series  of  Indian  yells  of  triumph  and  about  twenty  Sioux 
burst  upon  them. 

“Get  back  into  the  bushes!”  whispered  Wild  to  his  com¬ 
panion.  and  as  quick  as  a  flash  they  did  so.  not  having  learned 
what  the  bulky  object  the  leader  of  the  trio  had  dropped 
iVas. 

If  lie  had  known  he  would  not  have  remained  there  in 
hiding. 

The  finding  of  the  captive  girl  was  what  made  the  Indians 
so  joyous. 

In  less  than  five  minutes  from  the  time  they  had  surprised 
and  captured  the  three  men  they  went  away  without  the 
knowledge  that  Wild  and  Straight  Eye  wefe  so  near. 

“Heap  big  fools!"  said  our  hero's  companion,  with  a  grunt, 
when  they  had  disappeared. 

“Well,  I  am  glad  they  were."  was  the  reply.  “We  might 
have  been  able  to  got  away,  but  I  don’t  fancy  a  ride  over  the 
mountain  in  the  dark.  I  have  got  my  horse  now.  and  it  might 
have  been  that  1  would  have  lost  him  again,  if  they  had  found 
us.  I.et  well  enough  alone.  I  say.  Those  three  men  are 
villains,  and  there  is  no  use  of  our  running  the  risk  to  save 
them.  I  wonder  what  the  business  they  were  going  to  do 
was?— that’s  what  is  puzzling  me.” 

Straight  Eye  shook  Ills  head. 

“I  don’t  know.”  lie  answered. 

“Well,  let's  get  out  of  here.  We  will  head  straight  for 
Weston  now.” 

They  lost  no  further  time.  Wild  mounting  the  broncho  and 
leading  the  sorrel  by  Ills  halter. 

In  a  couple  of  minutes  they  were  out  on  the  road. 

Just  then  they  heard  the  sound  of  horses’  hoofs  coming  from 
the  direction  of  the  town. 

There  was  a  convenient  spot  close  by.  so  they  rode  off 
the  road  and  halted  to  allow  the  riders  to  pass,  not  knowing 
who  or  what  they  might  be. 

The  next  instant  our  hero  heard  the  voice  of  Jim  Dart  ik¬ 
ing  In  an  anxious  tone. 

“Hello!”  he  called  out.  softly,  as  the  riders  eauio  nbrv  i*i 
of  them.  “Hollo,  Jim.  It  is  l  Wild." 
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v>  night  bo  suppostHi.  the  horsemen  were  those  who  had! 
-..trtfd  in  pursr.ii  of  the  kidnapers. 

The  villains  had  eluded  -Tim  and  Charlie  by  leaving  the , 
road:  they  were  hunting  for  the  trail  when  they  were  joined 

*  b\  Jack  Robedee.  old  man  Murdock  and  Dove-Eye  Dave. 

But  they  had  not  been  able  to  find  the  trail,  and  thinking 
the  girl’s  captors  had  again  taken  to  the  road,  they  started 
to  hunt  them  afresh. 

“Is  that  you.  Wild?"  called  out  -Tim,  as  he  quickly  reined 
in  his  horse. 

“Ye-."  was  the  reply,  and  our  hero  rode  out  into  view,  fol- 
lowed  by  the  Indian. 

“ Eloise  has  been  stolen.” 

•What!" 

“Ye-:  it  is  only  too  true.  Some  men— I  don't  know  ex¬ 
actly  how  many- attacked  us  on  the  stoop  at  home.  I  was 
knocked  down  and  dazed  from  the  blow,  and  when  I  got  up 

*  Eloise  was  gone.  I  gave  the  alarm  and  started  in  pursuit 
as  -oon  as  we  could  mount.  We  got  pretty  close  to  them  once, 
but  they  had  good  horses  and  got  away  from  us  again.  You 

*  didn’t  meet  any  one.  did  you?” 

“Great  Scott!"  cried  Wild,  as  it  flashed  upon  his  mind  what 
Scar-face  Dan  had  let  drop  to  the  ground.  “Jiifl,  I  have  been 
a  great  fool!  Just  as  sure  as  you  are  before  me,  we  met  the 
Three  scoundrels  who  had  Eloise.  But  they  have  not  got 
her  now,  for  a  band  of  about  twenty  Sioux  swooped  down 
upon  them  and  took  them  prisoners.  Oh,  if  I  had  only  known 
it  was  a  prisoner  they  had!” 

He  then  told  them  what  had  happened  in  as  few'  words  as 
possible. 

Poor  Jim  was  badly  discouraged  when  he  heard  what  had 
become  of  his  sweetheart. 

“She  is  delicate  and  of  a  nervous  disposition,”  he  said. 
4  “She  will  die  of  fright." 

“Oh.  not  so  bad  as  that,”  Wild  answered.  “If  I  am  any 
judge,  Eloise  is  a  pretty  sensible  girl.  We  will  get  her  out 
of  the  clutches  of  the  redskins,  even  if  we  have  to  get  Gen- 

*  oral  Hudson  and  his  force  to  help  us  do  it.  Eloise  will  bear 
up  under  it  all  right.” 

“But  she  is  not  like  Arietta,  you  know,"  persisted  Jim,  -who 
was  badly  broken  up  over  what  had  happened.  “She  was  not 
reared  out  here,  you  know,  and  she  has  -never  been  in  the 
hands  of  Indians  before." 

“Keep  up  heart,  my  boy.  It  will  all  come  out  right,"  spoke 
up  Dove-Eye  Dave. 

Wild  dismounted,  and  hastened  to  change  the  saddle  from 
the  broncho  to  Spitfire.  / 

0  "What  are  you  going  to  do?"  asked  Jim.  anxiously. 

“I  am  going  to  follow'  up  the  band  of  Sioux,”  w'as  the  re¬ 
ply.  “One  of  you  had  better  ride  over  to  the  cavalry  camp 
a  lid  notify  them  of  what  has  happened.  The  rest  wdll  go  with 

*  me.  and  we  may  be  able  to  head  the  red  fiends  off." 

If  was  decided  at  once  that  Robedee  should  ride  to  the 
camp,  and  half  a  minute  later  they  all  set  out. 

Wild  and  Straight  Eye  knew'  exactly  the  direction  the  In¬ 
dians  had  taken,  and  our  hero  had  a  faint  hope  that  he  could 
take  a  short  cut  and  head  them  off. 

Mounted  on  the  splendid  sorrel,  lie  felt  more  at  ease,  and 
lie  led  the  little  party  of  anxious  searchers  at  a  swift  pace. 

They  were  running  a  risk,  he  knew',  as  they  were  liable  to 
9  lie  set  upon  by  some  roving  band  of  Sioux  scouts  at  any  mo- 
itt  inent. 

And  then  again,  there  was  no  telling  how'  soon  they  might 
l>e  stopped  by  some  of  the  cavalrymen,  who  were  stationed 
here  and  there  in  that  vicinity. 

*  ^Meantime  Jack  Robedee  was  heading  straight  for  the  camp 
of  f General  Radson.  , 

He  had  not  gone  a  great  distance  before  a  voice  rang  out: 

“Who  comes  here?" 

One  of  the  outside  pickets  had  challenged  him. 

“A  friend."  answered  Jack. 

“Advance,  friend,  and  give  the  countersign. 

Tic*  -cout.  was  possessed  of  the  necessary  word  to  admit  him 
tbr  tbe  lines  and  he  was  soon  going  on  further  toward 
f  the  camp. 

But  h<-  was  soon  accosted  by  another  sentinel,  and  after  a 
||  r  *. hort  delay  he  proceeded  into  the  camp  and  asked  for  the 

IlK  gc::ernl. 

I  %  Th“  general  happened  to  l>e  near  at  the  time,  and  reoog- 
i  zing  Jack  as  one  of  Young  Wild  West’s  scouts,  lie  promptly 
I  railed  hlrn  to  eQOC  to  him. 

“What  I*  the  trouble?"  he  quo  Honed  as  Robedee  saluted 

jlj*  tu  military  fashion, 

-  »  bind  Of  the  Kiou*  has  carried  off  a  young  lady,”  he  re- 

|j.  plied. 


“How  is  that?"  asked  the  general,  not  quite  understanding 
him. 

Jack  repeated  it. 

“Do  you  menu  that?” 

“Yes,  sir.”  ami  lie  quickly  related  what  had  occurred. 

“That  sounds  rather  strange;  but  I  have  no  reason  to  think 
you  are  telling  an  untruth.”  observed  the  general.  “I  can’t 
stand  anything  like  this,  so  I  will  order  a  detachment  to  go 
with  you  at  ouce.  It  is  time  the  right  started,  anyway,  and 
we  may  be  able  to  draw'  the  red  demons  on  by  sending  out 
the  detachment.  ” 

He  gave  the  necessary  orders  at  ouce,  and  a  few  minutes 
later  Robedee  had  a  whole  company  of  t lie  regiment  at  his 
disposal. 

The  troops  were  just  itching  to  get  in  a  skirmish  with  the 
redskins,  and  when  Jack  told  the  captain  about  the  abduction 
of  Eloise  Gardner  by  the  three  Avhite  scoundrels,  and  how 
the  Indians  had  swooped  down  upon  them  and  taken  both 
them  and  their  captive,  he  wTas  anxious  to  go  to  the  rescue. 

Straight  for  the  big  camp  of  Purple  Face  t lie  troopers  rode, 
the  men  passing  the  word  to  each  other  as  they  galloped 
along,  and  finally  they  all  knew  the  mission  they  were  on. 

“This  will  start  the  i*eal  fighting  here  in  these  hills.”  the 
captain  remarked  to  Jack.  “Old  Sitting  Bull  lias  defied  the 
Government,  and  I  suppose  it  is  getting  hot  over  to  the  north 
a  bit,  where  the  main  force  is  located.” 

When  they  were  about  a  mile  distant  from  the  camp  of 
Purple  Face,  they  were  suddenly  fired  at  from  ambush  by 
about  a  dozen  braves. 

Then  a  sharp  fight  followed,  in  which  two  troopers  fell 
and  half  the  redskins  perished. 

It  was  warm  work,  as  the  captain  observed.  But  it  only 
served  to  warm  them  up  a  bit. 

But  the’  noise  of  the  firing  was  bound  to  bring  a  swarm  of; 
the  red  fiends  to  the  spot,  so  they  swerved  off  to  the  left  and 
halted  iu  a  V-sliaped  cleft  in  the  side  of  a  rocky  hill. 

“We  wrill  give  them  some  of  their  own  medicine,”  said 
the  captain.  “When  they  dash  up  avp  will  give  them  a  vol¬ 
ley  from  the  cover  of  these  rocks,  and  then  we  will  charge 
them.” 

Pretty  soon  they  heard  a  large  force  crashing  through  the 
bushes. 

The  next  instant  the  word  was  given  to  fire. 

The  carbines  in  the  hands  of  the  cavalrymen  belched  forth 
w'hat  seemed  to  be  a  sheet  of  flame,  and  the  advancing  In¬ 
dians,  who  w'ere  on  foot,  received  the  full  force  of  the  fire. 

It  was  oue  of  the  most  effective  volleys  ever  fired,  and  when 
the  men  charged  upon  them  the  Sioux  scattered  like  sheep. 

The  battle  was  now  on  in  earnest. 

Jack  Robedee  was  very  uneasy. 

He  was  wondering  where  the  band  w’ho  had  Eloise  Gardner 
was. 

It  did  not  seem  possible  that  they  had  reached  the  Indian 
encampment  yet. 

And  then,  again,  where  w^as  Young  Wild  West  and.  his 
companions? 

This  fighting  with  the  Indians  did  not  seem  to  Jack  to 
be  tbe  thing  to  do  any  good  toward  the  saving  of  the  girl. 

Yet  it  might  prove  to  be  the  means  of  heading  off  the 
band. 

The  captain  of  the  company  gave  the  order  to  turn  off  to 
the  left  as  soon  as-  the  fleeing  Indians  were  out  of  their  sight 
and  reach. 

Firing  could  now  be  heard  almost  straight  ahead  of  them, 
and  they  hastened  to  take  a  hand  in  it. 

“It  must  be  Wild  and  the  rest,”  thought  Jack,  as  ho  gal¬ 
loped  along  with  the  men.  “I  wouldn’t  be  surprised  if  he 
found  the  band  that  had  Eloise.” 

The  cavalrymeu  wrere  not  long  in  reaching  the  scene  where 
the  firing  w;as. 

It  had  nearly  died  out  w^hen  they  got  there,  and  they  met 
about  half  a  dozen  Indians  beating  a  retreat. 

These  wore  at  once  fired  upon,  and  then  suddenly  a  shout 
went  up  from  the  left. 

“Hurrah!”  cried  Robedee.  “That  is  Young  Wild  Westj” 

“Good!”  said  the  captain.  “Hello,  there,  Young  Wild  West!” 

“Hello!”  was  the  answer.  “Come  on!  Wo  have  saved  the 
girl  captive!” 

Jack  felt  so  glad  that  he  could  scarcely  contain  himself 
when  he  heard  this. 

He  hastened  to  meet  his  friends  and  congratulate  Jim  Dart, 
whom  he  knew  must  be  delighted  beyond  measure. 

Hu  re  enough.  Wild  and  Ills  followers  had  come  upon  the 
band  who  had  captured  the  three  villains  and  carried  off  the 
fiirl. 
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They  did  not  cross  them  till  they  heard  the  tirin.tr  of  the 
cavalrymen,  and  then  the  band  was  making  for  tin*  camp  as 
fast  as  they  could  go. 

When  Wild  ordered  a  charge  upon  them,  Jim  and  the  rest 
did  some  great  fighting. 

The  attack  was  so  sudden  that  the  Indians  made  little  re¬ 
sistance. 

They  thought  they  had  been  attacked  by  a  company  of  sol¬ 
diers. 

Eloise  was  rescued  by  Wild,  who  shot  the  chief  who  had 
her  on  his  horse. 

But  what  became  of  the  three  villains  the  Indians  had  cap¬ 
tured  they  did  not  know. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  ELOISE  GARDNER. 

As  soon  as  the  cavalrymen  found  the  girl  had  been  res¬ 
cued,  they  set  out  to  return  to  camp. 

They  knew  there  would  not  be  any  Indians  to  oppose  them, 
as  they  had  all  made  for  their  headquarters  as  soon  as  they 
found  a  skirmishing  party  out. 

In  the  morning  the  regiment  would  ride  upon  Furple  Face 
and  do  its  best  to  make  him  surrender. 

It  did  not  take  them  long  to  get  back  to  the  camp. 

Eloise  was  so  badly  frightened  that  Jim  had  to  carry  her 
on  his  horse  -with  him. 

As  soon  as  a  report  had  been  made  to  the  general,  our 
friends  started  for  Weston,  accompanied  by  the  troopers. 

Wild  said  there  was  no  use  in  this,  'as  it  was  not  likely  that 
there  was  an  Indian  between  them  and  the  town. 

Since  the  skirmishing  it  was  likeiy  that  all  roving  bands 
would  keep  close  to  their  headquarters. 

But  the  troopers  had  their  orders  to  ride  into  Weston,  and 
they  did  so. 

As  soon  as  they  saw  the  rescued  girl  safely  where  she  be¬ 
longed,  they  turned  and  rode  back. 

No  doubt  they  took  the  credit  of  the  whole  thing,  when 
Young  Wild  West  really  did  it  all. 

But  the  gallant  charge  of  the  cavalry  had  been  the  means 
of  terrifying  the  Indians,  and  this  was  a  great  help* 

Eloise  was  quite  ill  all  that  night  from  the  effects  of  her 
scare. 

No  one  had  the  least  idea  why  she  had  been  stolen  in  such 
a  bold  manner. 

Wild  was  very  much  puzzled  over  it. 

The  next  morning  he  went  around  to  the  house  and  found 
the  girl  much  better  and  sitting  up. 

“Eloise.”  said  he,  "it  is  our  business  to  punish  the  villains 
who  carried  you  off  last  night.  Can  you  give  any  clew  at  all 
that  will  lead  to  the  finding  of  a  motive?” 

"No.  I  cannot,”  was  the  reply.  "There  is  no  one  who  could 
possibly  want  to  steal  me.  If  Joel  Banks  were  living  I  would 
surely  think  that  he  was  responsible  for  it.  But  as  he  is  dead, 
I  have  not  the  least  Idea.” 

"Do  you  think  the  villains  meant  to  kill  you,  or  simply  take 
you  to  some  place  and  hoid  you  for  a  ransom?” 

"They  surely  meant  to  kill  me.  I  heard  them  say  so.  Two 
or  three  times  when  I  was  conscious  during  that  awful  ride  I 
henrd  them  say  that  they  were  going  to  kill  me  as  soon  as  they 
got  to  a  good  place.” 

"That  hardly  seems  reasonable,  either.  If  they  had  wanted 
to  kill  you  they  could  have  d<jne  it  without  carrying  you  off.” 

"That  is  so,”  and  Eloise  shuddered  as  she  thought  of  her 
experience. 

Wild  was  going  back  to  (he  office  of  the  Wild  West  Min¬ 
ing  and  Improvement  Company  when  he  happened  to  look 
toward  the  railroad  depot  and  saw  that  a  train  was  coming  in. 

He  concluded  to  take  a  walk  over  and  hear  the  news  from 
Spondulicks  from  one  of  the  trainmen. 

Hut  before  he  gol  up  to  the  platform  he  was  accosted  by  & 
dapper-looking  stranger  who  wore  a  high  hat  and  carried  an 
umbrella  and  a  valise. 

"Excuse  me.  sir,”  said  the  man.  "I  am  looking  for  infor¬ 
mation.  and  it  strikes  me  that  you  are  the  one  who  can  give 
it  to  me.  Do  you  know  a  young  lady  by  the  name  of  Banks  in 
this  town?” 

Wild  gave  a  start. 

The  question  made  him  think  of  Eloise  right  away,  and  he 
looked  keenly  at  the  nian  before  replying. 

"No.  I  do  not,"  was  the  reply,  "and  I  know  evcrvbody  in' the 
town.” 


BEST’S  BARGAIN.  _ *  y  ! 


‘May  I  ask  your  name?”  inquired  the  stranger. 

"I  am  Young  Wild  West.” 

“I  thought  so.  Won’t  you  allow  me  to  snake  hands  wliu 
you?  I  have  beard  much  about  you,  and  I  must  say  tha  I  am 
a  great  admirer  of  you.” 

Our  hero  hod  come  to  the  conclusion  that  thr  man  was  all  I 
right,  so  he  did  not  hesitate  to  shako  hands  with  him.  .1 

“My  name  is  Parker.  I’m  a  lawyer,”  resumed  the  man.  11 
have  come  to  Weston  on  a  little  business,  and  I  guess  you  are 
the  one  I  want  to  see.  I  was  told  to  come  to  you.  Great  that 
I  should  meet  you  as  soon  as  I  got  off  the  plattorm,  air.  t  itT 

“Yes,”  replied  Wild,  who  was  now  doing  more  wondering 
than  ever.  “Come  over  to  the  office  with  me,  and  we  can  sit 
down  and  talk.  I  am  a  little  anxious  to  know  what  your  busi¬ 
ness  with  me  is.” 

"Nothing  that  will  interfere  with  you,  or  affect  you  in  a  gen¬ 
eral  way,  I  am  sure.  I  am  looking  for  information,  Mr.  West, 
and  you  are  the  one  who  ean  give  it  to  me,  if  any  one  in  this 
town  can.” 

"Wild  led  the  way  to  the  office. 

There  was  no  one  there  but  Rex  Moore,  the  bookkeeper,  so 
he  took  the  stranger  over  to  his  desk  in  the  ccsy  corner  of  the 
big  rocm  and*  seated  him. 

The  boy  sa,t  down  opposite  the  lawyer  and  said: 

“Now,  Mr.  Parker,  please  begin.” 

"Very  well.  You  say  you  knew  of  no  girl  by  the  name  of 
Banks  in  Weston?” 

“Yes.  That  is  what  I  said.  There  is  no  one  at  all  by  that 
name  here.” 

“Well,  do  you  know  a  girl  named  Gardner,  then?” 

Young  Wild  West  sprang  to  his  feet. 

lie  was  greatly  amazed  at  the  question,  coming,  as  it  did, 
right  after  the  stirring  events  of  the  night  before. 

But  he  calmed  himself  very  quickly. 

“I  do  know  a  young  lady  named  Gardner,”  he  replied.  “She 
was  kidnapped  by  three  villains  last  night.” 

"What!” 

It  was  now  the  lawyer’s  turn  to  be  surprised. 

“Yes,”  went  on  Wild.  "But  after  they  had  got  a  few  miles 
with  her  they  were  set  upon  by  hostile  Indians,  who  made  pris¬ 
oners  of  all  of  them.” 

“And  then?”  asked  Parker,  with  drooping  jaw. 

.“We  caught  up  to  them  and  shot  about  half  the  Indians  and 
saved  her.” 

“Oh!”  and  the  lawyer  sank  back  into  a  chair  very  much  re¬ 
lieved.  “I  am  glad  of  that,  for  her  sake  and  mine,  too.” 

"Yes?”  « 

“If  she  is  the  girl  I  think  she  is,  she  is  heir  to  $300,000.” 

“Do  you  mean  that?”  cried  Wild. 

“Yes.  Let  me  tell  you  a  little  story.  I  will  be  as  brief  as 
possible.  A  little  over  fourteen  years  ago  fire  destroyed  the 
lives  of  a  wealthy  man  and  his  wife  in  the  town  of  Freeport.  , 
Illinois.  The  man’s  name  was  Adams,  and  he  was  one  ol'  the 
most  respected  and  influential  citizens  of  the  town. 

“The  fire  started  in  a  mysterious  way.  It  seemed  .o  be  the 
work  of  an  incendiary,  started  for  the  purpose  of  burning  no 
those  in  the  house.  But  though  it  burned  the  man  and  his 
wife,  their  two-year-old  babe  was  saVed  by  the  heroic  action  of 
the  nurse,  who  perished  afterward  from  the  effects  of  the 
burns  she  received. 

“I  say  the  babe  was  saved  from  the  fire,  but  it  disappeared 
Jhat  night,  and  after  many  years  I  believe  I  have  found  it.”  j 

“You  mean.  then,  that  the  girl  you  are  looking  for  is  that 
child?”  Wild  inquired. 

“Yes;  T  have  every  reason  to  believe  so.  There  wore  birth-L 
marks  on  the  child  that  would  be  sure  to  identify  her.  She  * 
was  born  without  any  toes  on  her  left  foot,  and  had  a  straw¬ 
berry  mark  on  her  right  arm.  just  above  her  wrist.  It  is  those 
very  marks  that  have  brought  me  here.” 

“Well.  1  know  nothing  about  any  marks  th-  girl  has  but 
I  do  know  that  she  is  one  of  the  best  girls  that  ever  breath-'d 
mountain  air  or  handled  a  broom  to  keep  a  kitchen  floor  clown 
But  here  comes  Jim  Dart,  who  is  her  steady  company  I 
would  like  him  lo  hear  your  story.” 

“Certainly.” 

Jim  Dart  looked  a  trifle  surprised  when  he  saw  the  strung-  I 
but  when  Wild  introduced  the  lawyer  and  told  him  he  h  1 
come  to  Weston  in  search  of  Eloise,  he  was  more  than  Mir- 
prised. 

“Just  wait  till  Mr.  Parker  tells  his  story.  Jim”  our  hofo^ 
said.  ‘It  is  a  regular  romance,  and  if  it  turns  out  the  w*y 
books  do,  it  can’t  be  beat.” 

Then  the  lawyer  told  an  interesting  storv.  the  gist  of  whi  h 
was  ns  follows: 

The  man  named  Adams  left  a  fortune  behind  him,  and  t  * 
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litHf  girl.  Ethel.  who  had  so  strangely  disappeared  on  the 
?'•  '  i  of  the  death  of  her  parents,  was  the  sole  heiress. 

I'Ul  in  case  she  was  proved  to  be  dead  the  property  went  to 
a  seafreaor.'  brother  of  Adams  named  Austin. 

This  brother  was  not  in  town  at  the  time  of  the  fire,  nor  did 
;  he  s  io  n  up  until  several  days  afterward. 

W  hen  he  did  turn  up  he  professed  great  sorrow  for  what 
hail  occurred  and  then  hired  a  lawyer. 

His  brother  had  died  without  a  will,  and  the  child  was  no¬ 
where  to  be  found. 

Austin  Adams  tried  to  make  it  appear  that  the  little  girl 
baby  had  perished  in  the  fire  also,  but  there  were  those  who 
knew  and  could  prove  differently. 

Things  went  along  in  an  unsettled  state  for  several  years. 

A  brother  of  the  dead  Mrs.  Adams,  who  was  convinced  that 
the  heiress  was  alive,  kept  legal  talent  employed  which  pre- 
I  vented  Austin  Adams  from  gaining  possession  of  the  estate. 

One  day  a  farmer  drove  into  town  and  called  on  the  cham¬ 
pion  of  the  missing  heiress. 

He  had  read  of  the  case  in  the  papers,  he  said,  and  when  he 
|  read  about  the  missing  toes  and  strawberry  mark  on  the 
child  he  was  sure  that  he  knew  her. 

“She  was  left  at  my  house  one  night  just  about  ther  time 
ther  fire  occurred  here  in  Freeport,”  he  said.  “We  found  her 
on  ther  doorstep  an"  with  her  was  a  hundred  dollars  in  bills. 
We  never  found  out  who  left  her  there,  but  we  couldn’t  take 
her  to  the  poorhouse,  as  we  didn’t  have  tber  heart  to.  Well, 
we  give  it  out  among  ther  neighbors  that  we  had  adopted  her 
from  a  foundling  asylum,  and  we  named  her  Eloise  Gardner. 
Gardner  is  my  name,  you  know. 

“One  night  she  was  stole  from  us,  an’  we  always  laid  it  to 
the  show  people  who  was  in  ther  town;  but  as  we  had  a 
couple  of  babies  of  our  own  then,  we  did  not  push  ther  case, 
*  an’  so  let  her  go.  That  was  ther  last  we  ever  seen  of  her;  but 
if  it  will  do  you  any  good,  I  remember  ther  name  of  ther  boss 
of  ther  show.” 


The  girl’s  uncle  thought  it  would  do  him  good  to  know 

*  that  much,  so  he  gave  the  farmer  fifty  dollars,  when  he  told 
him  it  was  Joel  Banks. 

That  was  a  great  clew,  if  the  farmer  had  told  the  truth,  and 
the  uncle  began  to  work  on  it. 

He  traced  the  show  to  Australia,  and  then  it  was  lost  for  a 
number  of  years,  when  one  day  he  picked  up  a  paper  pub¬ 
lished  in  Western  Minnesota  and  read  an  account  of  a  show 
being  “busted”  in  a  small  tcfwn  in  the  wilds  of  Dakota. 

It  was  written  in  a  serni-humorous  vein,  but  there  was 
^  nothing  funny  in  it  for  the  uncle,  for  when  he  read  that  the 
"  boss  of  the  show  bore  the  name  of  Joel  Banks  and  that  the 
pretty  trapeze  performer  was  Eloise  Gardner,  he  felt  like 
jumping  in  the  air. 

He  went  to  his  attorneys  and  gave  them  the  case,  and  they 

*  succeeded  just  in  lime  in  preventing  a  final  settlement  of  the 
estate. 

It  was  given  out  that  the  missing  heiress  to  the  fortune  of 
Mr.  Adams  would  be  found  and  produced  in  court  inside  of 
six  weeks. 

This  created  a  big  sensation  in  Freeport,  and  started  Austin 
Adams  to  work. 

The  six  weeks  would  be  up  in  four  days  more,  the  lawyer 
said,  and  that  meant  that  Eloise  Gardner  must  be  produced  in 

*  Freeport,  on  or  before  that  time. 

Wild  and  Jim  listened  to  this  remarkable  story  with  excited 


interest. 

It  sounded,  like  a  novel,  and  they  could  scarcely  believe  it 

%  was  real. 

But  the  result  was  that  they  took  Lawyer  Parker  over  to 
s^e  Eloise. 

In  less  than  two  minutes  the  three  of  them  became  con¬ 
vinced  that  she  wag  the  heiress  to  the  Adams  fortune. 

It  va a  decided  that  she  would  leave  that  very  day  for  Free¬ 
port. 


Jirn  and  Dove-Eye  Dave  were  to  go  with  her. 

“If  we  cot. Id  find  a  scar-faced  man  we  would  be  able  to 
prove  w,  Tiir.e  against  Austin  Adams,”  said  the  lawyer. 

“A  Kcar-fac'd  man  was  one  of  those  who  kidnapped  Eloise 
J.  t  nigh:,"  answered  Wild. 

'Ah’  Then  ir  can  ettsily  b<>  understood.  Austin  Adams, 
7.  r  b  i?  in  >'<  town  of  Spondulicks  now,  hired  the  men  to  put 
t  girl  o  .*  of  way  before  I  found  her.  He  knew  I  was 
<•  re  In  f<ar<-h  for  her,  and  he  has  been  doing  his 


,e!  o'  *  to  prevent  rne  from  getting  here. 
t  he  the  one  who  set  fire 


I  have  long  been 
to  the  house  that 


burr'd  hi*  brother  and  hi* 


u*  girl  out.  in  the  country 


wife,  and  that  it  was  he  who  took 
;id  left  her  at  the  farmhouse;  but 


I  could  not  prove  it,  so  have  had  to  keep  still.  But  find  me 
tills  man  with  (he  scarred  face,  and  1  will  prove  it.” 

“I  am  afraid  you  will  never  find  Scar-faced  Dan  alive,”  an¬ 
swered  our  hero.  “It  is  more  than  probable  that  the  Sionx; 
killed  him  last  night.” 

“I  hope  that  is  not  so.” 

“Well,  we  will  try  and  find  out  for  you  before  you  go.” 

“Do  you  think  you  can?” 

“Wo  will  try.” 

Half  an  hour  later  Young  Wild  West  and  the  lawyer  walked 
over  toward  Bvotvn’s  Gazoo. 

They  met  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jack  Robedee  at  the  post- 
office,  and  then  the  four  men  wrent  over  to  the  hotel. 

But  few'  in  Weston  knew  of  how  Eloise  Gardner  had  been 
kidnaped  the  night  before,  and  Wild  did  not  want  them  to 
just  yet. 

“Good-morning,  Wild,”  said  John  Edgwick,  the  clerk,  asj 
they  walked  in. 

“Good-morning,  John;  anything  new?” 

“Nothing  much,  except  that  the  Indian  war  is  on  again,  and; 
dangerously  close  to  us  here  in  Weston.” 

“Oh,  it  won’t  last  long.  In  a  week  there  will  be  very  little, 
fighting  within  a  hundred  miles  of  here.  Sitting  Bull  has  been 
a  little  too  slow  in  getting  his  forces  centered  here.  If  he 
had  done  as  it  was  reported  he  was  doing,  things  would  have 
been  very  warm  around  here.  It  will  not  take  General  Radson 
long  to  clean  out  Purple  Face  and  his  gang,  and  that  will 
break  the  backbone  of  the  uprising  around  this  section.  I  am, 
not  so  sure  of  thfs,  but  just  remember  wdiat  I  am  telling  youl 
and  see  how'  far  out  of  the  wray  I  am.”  *  i 

“I  guess  you  know  wrhat  you  are  talking  about,  if  anybody 
does.  Oh,  by  the  way,  1  saw  tlie  scar-faced  fellow  early  this 
morning.” 

“You  did?”  cried  Wild,  with  a  start,  w'hile  Lav, 'yer  Parker 
showed  signs  of  being  greatly  agitated.  | 

“Yes.  He  went  in  Flannigan’s  place  just  as  it  was  getting 
light.  I  got  up  early  this  morning,  as  it  was  my  day  off  yes-j 
terday,  and  I  knew  I  had  plenty  of  work  to  do.  The  fellow' 
acted  as  though  he  was  mighty  glad  to  get  in  when  Flanni¬ 
gan’s  man  opened  the  door  for  him.” 

Young  Wild  West  did  not  remain  long  in  the  Gazoo  after, 
hearing  this.  i 

He  told  Charlie  and  Jack  the  wonderful  story  of  which 
Eloise  was  the  heroine,  and  then  the  four  repaired  to  Flanni¬ 
gan’s,  going  by  a  roundabout  way,  so  they  would  not  be  seen' 
before  they  got  to  the  door. 

Scar-face  Dan  was  not  in  the  barroom,  so  Wild  pushed  his 
way  into  the  back  room,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  bartender 
told  him  there  was  a  private  party  in  there. 

And  there  was  a  private  party  there,  too. 

It  consisted  of  Scar-face  Dan  and  Fiannigan. 

The  two  villains  looked  up  when  our  hero  entered,  followed; 
by  his  companions.  * 

The  kidnaper  sprang  to  his  feet  and  tried  to  draw  his  re¬ 
volver.  , 

But  Wild  had  him  covered  before  he  could  reach  it. 

“Sit  down!”  he  commanded.  “We  have  a  little  business 
with  you.” 

The  man  obeyed,  showing  great  fear  as  he  did  so. 

“Mr.  Parker,  this  is  the  man  you  wanted  to  see,”  said  our, 
hero.  j 

“Yes;  I  recognize  him  as  the  fellow  Austin  Adams  hired  to, 
kill  the  girl,”  was  the  reply. 

The  villain  turned  as  pale  as  death,  and  then  Fiannigan 
concluded  that  it  was  about  time  he  asserted  himself. 

“Gentlemen,”  said  he,  “you  will  have  to  get  out  of  here. 
This  is  a  private  room.” 

“We  will  go  out  when  we  get  ready,”  answered  Cheyenne 
Charlie,  swinging  his  revolver  around  till  it  rested  on  a  line 
with  the  proprietor’s  head. 

“We  will  go  as  soon  as  we  have  settled  our  business  with 
this  man,”  spoke  up  Wild,  in  his  cool,  affable  manner. 

“Mr.  Scar-face,”  said  the  lawyer,  seating  himself  before  Dan, 
“do  you  want  to  stay  here  in  Weston  and  be  lynched  for  what 
you  did  last  night?” 

The  villain  brightened  up  as  if  by  magic. 

It  was  evident  that  lie  thought  his  time  was  getting  short. 

“Do  yer  mean  to  say  that  nothin’  will  be  done  to  me  if  1  tell 
all  yer  want  to  find  out?”  he  asked  eagerly. 

“Yes,  I  mean  that — every  word  of  it.  1  will  take  you  to 
Illinois,  and  when  you  have  testified  before  a  court  all  you 
know  about  Austin  Adams,  you  will  be  discharged,  and  you 
will  have  a  chance  to  begin  life  anew.” 

“It’s  a  go.” 
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Wild  was  delighted  as  much  as  Parker  was,  but  he  did  not 
want  to  let  the  villain  know  he  was. 

*‘Ho\v  did  you  git  away  from  t tie  Indiana  last  night?”  lie 
asked.  i 

“A  bullet  cut  ther  rope  my  hands  was  tied  with."  lie  an¬ 
swered.  “My  two  pals  got  killed,  au’  1  crawled  away  an' 
stayed  in  ther  bushes  till  ther  fightln’  was  over.  Then  I  come 
back  here,  not  durin’  to  head  for  Spondulicks." 

“That  sounds  reasonable.  Well,  come  on  over  to  the  office 
with  us.  1  am  going  to  take  you  over  to  Spondulicks  pretty 
soon.  We  want  to  interview'  Mr.  Austin  Adams  before  you 
are  taken  to  Illinois.” 

“All  right.  I’ll  lace  him.” 

When  the  train  left  at  two  o’clock  that  day,  it  carried  Young 
Wild  West,  Dove-Eye  Dave,  Jim  Dart  and  Eloise  Gardner  and 
Lawyer  Parker  and  his  prisoner,  Scar-face  Dan. 

The  train  got  into  Spondulicks  safely,  and  the  first  thing  our 
hero  learned  was  that  the  Sioux  had  been  defeated  in  a  battle 
the  night  before  and  driven  to  the  north  again. 

Then  Scar-face  Dan  led  them  to  the  place  he  had  agreed  to 
meet  Austin  Adams  at. 


“Austin  Adams,”  he  whispered  in  the  man’s  ear,  mm  ;lng 
is  too  good  for  you.  I  am  going  to  leave  you  here  It  the  , 
Wild  West— leave  you  here  to  die  with  your  boots  on,  a*  they 
say,  for  something  tells  me  that  you  won’t  live  long.  There  la 
an  open  window  behind  me.  Get  up  and  leap  through  it.  - 

Mechanically  the  man  obeyed. 

He  was  not  so  very  quick  in  getting  through  the  window, 
and  as  Dove-Eye  Dave  raised  his  revolver  to  drop  him,  Parker 
stopped  him. 

“Let  him  go,"  he  cried.  “It  will  take  a  whole  lot  of  time 
to  make  the  arrangements  to  get  him  into  the  State  of  I  111-  . 
nois.  We  have  all  we  want  of  him,  anyway. 

So  they  gave  way  to  the  lawyer. 

A  train  was  scheduled  to  leave  lor  the  East  at  six  o  clock, 
so  Wild  stayed  with  them  till  that  time,  seeing  to  it  during 
the  wait  that  Scar-face  Dan  was  treated  to  a  hair-cut  and 
shave  and  a  bath,  and  then  fitted  out  in  a  suit  of  detent 
clothes. 

Young  Wild  West  wished  Eloise  and  those  who  were  accom¬ 
panying  her  to  Illinois  the  best  of  luck,  and  as  the  train 
pulled  out  she  assured  him  that  she  would  be  back  in  Weston 


inst.  as  soon  as  she  could  set  there. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

AUSTIN  ADAMS’  RESOLVE. 

Austin  Adams  was  waiting  the  coming  of  the  men  he  had 
hired  to  do  the  dastardly  work,  and  when  he  opened  the  door 
of  his  room  in  the  hotel,  in  answer  to  a  knock,  his  face  lighted 

•ip. 

His  man  was  there. 

Young  Wild  West  and  Dove-Eye  Dave  followed  Scar-face 
Dan  inside,  and  noticing  that  he  had  never  seen  them  before, 
4dams  looked  at  them  questioningly. 

“Friends  of  mine,”  said  the  villain,  as  our  hero(  nudged 
him. 

“Where  are  your  other  friends?” 

“  Dead !  ” 

“Dead,  eh?” 

“Yes;  they  all  went  under.  Killed  by  Injuns.” 

“Have  you  come  to  claim  your  wages?” 

“I’ve  come  to  git  you  in  trouble,  that’s  what  I’ve  come  for. 
Ther  jig  is  up,  Mr.  Adams.  I’ve  told  ther  whole  thing  to  save 
my  life.” 

“You  have,  eh?”  and  Mr.  Adams  slapped  his  hand  upon  his 
hip  pocket  to  draw  a  revolver. 

"None  of  that,  my  friend.” 

It  was  Young  Wild  West  who  said  this,  and  looking  around, 
Adams  sawf  a  revolver  staring  him  right  in  the  eyes. 

"Come  in.  Mr.  Parker.” 

The  lawyer  promptly  entered,  and  with  a  gasp  of  fear  and 
dismay  the  cornered  villain  sank  into  a  chair. 

“It  is  all  up!”  he  exclaimed,  his  lips  turning  as  blue  as 
indigo.  “Parker,  you  have  won  the  game.  All  I  ask  is  for 
you  to  let  me  go.  I  will  never  show  my  face  in  the  State  of 
Illinois  again  if  you  do." 

“I  can’t  agree  to  that,”  was  the  calm  rejoinder.  “You  will 
be  needed  in  Freeport  to  stand  trial  for  the  murder  of  your 
brother  and  his  wife.” 

At  this  the  man’s  eyes  rolled  wildly  and  he  fell  into  a  fit. 

That  accusation  was  more  than  he  could  stand,  and  his  shat¬ 
tered  nerves  gave  way. 

A  physician  was  called  and  he  w’as  soon  brought  to. 

Then,  at  his  own  request,  Parker  took  down  his  confession 
to  all  he  was  charged  witn. 

This  was  read  to  him,  and  then  he  signed  the  document  in 
the  presence  of  our  friends,  the  physician  and  the  proprietor  of 
the  hotel. 

Parker  walked  over  to  the  chair  he  was  sitting  upon. 


Then  Wild  did  something  he  had  not  done  in  a  long  time. 

He  bought  a  ticket  for  Weston  to  ride  home  in  the  train. 

He  took  a  seat  in  the  smoking-car  behind  a  man  he  thought 
looked  somew'hat  familiar. 

The  train  had  not  covered  over  a  mile  when  the  man  got  up 
and  took  a  seat  on  the  other  side  of  the  car. 

As  he  wmlked  over,  our  hero  recognized  him. 

It  wras  no  other  than  Austin  Adams. 

As  calmly  as  you  please  he  got  up  and  w'alked  over  to  the 
vacant  seat  beside  the  scoundrel  and  sat  down. 

“Have  you  a  match?”  he  asked,  pulling  a  cigar  from  his 
pocket. 

The  disguised  man  said  nothing,  but  produced  a  handful 
of  matches  and  held  them  out,  “keeping  his  head  turned  the 
other  way. 

“Thank  you,  Mr.  Adams,”  exclaimed  Wild,  politely,  as  he 
took  one  of  the  matches. 

Adams  sank  back  as  though  completely  overcome. 

“So  you  know  me.  then?”  he  managed  to  gasp.  « 

“Yes;  I  know  you.  But  calm  yourself.  As  Lawyer  Parker 
has  let  you  drop,  1  am  sure  1  won’t  interfere  with  you,  as  long 
as  you  behave  yourself.” 

When  the  train  was  half-way  to  Weston  there  came  a  signal 
for  it.  to  stop. 

There  were  a  lot  of  wounded  cavalrymen  there,  waiting  to  * 
be  taken  to  Weston. 

Purple  b  ace  s  braves  had  been  badly  defeated  that  morning, 
so  the  report  went,  but  the  villain  had  escaped  and  was  head¬ 
ing  north  to  join  his  leader.  Sitting  Bull. 

This  was  pleasing  news  to  Wild,  and  he  felt  great  satisfac-  ? 
tion  at  hearing  it. 

\\  hen  the  train  got  to  \\  eston  our  hero  went  direct  to  the 
Murdock  residence. 

He  wanted  to  tell  Arietta  and  the  rest  all  about  what  took 
place  at  Spondulicks. 

But  let  us  follow  Austin  Adams. 

When  the  disguised  man  alighted  from  the  train,  he  asked  * 
the  first  person  he  met  where  he  could  find  a  good  hotel  toil 
stop  at  over  night. 

It  happened  that  the  man  he  asked  was  a  friend  of  Flanni-li 
gan,  and  he,  of  course,  directed  him  to  his  place,  - 

Adams  walked  in  rather  nervous  and  asked  for  whisky. 

He  found  tha\  the  drink  made  him  feel  better,  so  he  bought 
another,  asking  the  landlord  to  drink  with  hitu  this  Uui* 

And  Flaunigau  was  pleased  to  do  so. 
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r  *Vor  are  from  ther  Hast.  I  reckon,"  he  observed  with  a 

*rii. 

“Yea;  from  Illinois.” 

«  “Qliuob.  hey?  We  had  a  feller  here  to-day  what  started 
to  go  to  Illinois  agin  his  will,  1  guess.  He  was  in  some  kind 
of  a  Mheme  to  kill  a  girl,  so's  a  feller  eould  git  her  fortune, 
or  somethin'  of  that  kind." 

“That  so?”  And.  Adams  showed  signs  of  great  uneasiness. 
*'\\hat  was  the  man's  name?" 

“They  call  him  Scar-face  Dan." 

“Oh!" 

Austin  Adams  grabbed  the  whisky  bottle  and  took  another 
drink  to  steady  his  nerves. 

I  “Was  you  acquainted  with  Scar-face  Dan?"  asked  Flanni- 

gan,  innocently. 

“Yes — no!  1  mean — that  is — I  never  heard  of  him  before.” 

\  “Well,  if  you  was  a  friend  /to  Scar-face  Dan  you  kin  be  a 

friend  to  me,"  he  said.  “Young  Wild  West  an'  his  gang  cer¬ 
tainly  used  him  putty  rough,  though  I  must  say  that  ther 
lawyer  gave  him  a  chance  for  his  life." 

“See  here!"  exclaimed  Adams,  suddenly;  “you  talk  as 
though  you  knew  me.” 

“I  don’t  know  as  I  do,  but  yer  might  be  ther  man  what  hired 
Dan  to  take  ther  gal  off  an’  kill  her.” 

“Sh-h-h!” 

Flannigan  had  guessed  correctly,  and  he  knew  it  now. 

“You  are  all  right,”  he  said.  “Have  another  drink.  I  s'pose 
yer  come  over  to  Weston  to  git  square  on  Young  Wild  West, 
an'  you  want  some  one  to  give  you  a  few  tips.  Drink  her  up!  ” 

The  nervous  man  gulped  the  liquor  down  without  a  word. 
Then  he  asked  for  a  room  for  the  night,  and  tossed  a  ten- 
dollar  gold-piece  on  the  bar. 

“Keep  the  change,”  he  said. 

Flannigan  grinned  and  called  a  man  to  shew  him  to  a  room. 

It  was  about  midnight  when  Adams  left  his  room  and  went 
to  the  barroom. 

There  were  few  customers  there,  nearly  all  of  them  being 
in  the  card  rooms,  and  Flannigan  was  lazily  smoking  a  cigar. 

He  nodded  pleasantly  as  his  guest  came  up. 

The  two  got  to  drinking,  and  as  he  gradually  became  in¬ 
toxicated,  Adams  opened  his  soul  to  the  rascally  landlord,  and 
finally  expressed  himself  as  desirous  of  killing  Young  Wild 
West.  #  „ 

“You  kin  do  it  easily  enough,  ’cause  he  won't  be  lookin'  for  a 
tenderfoot  to  drop  him,”  Flannigan  said.  “I  ain't  got  no  use 
for  him,  but  I  don't  dare  to  say  so,  only  to  my  intimate  friends, 
an’  i  take  it  that  you  are  one  of  ’em.” 

“Yes;  I  am  your  friend.  I  will  stick  to  you  as  long  as  I 
live,  because  you  have  told  me  who  is  ihe  cause  of  mv  down- 
fail.  I  will  go  to  ted  now,  and  see  you  in  the  morning.” 

Young  Wild  West’s  latest  enemy  then  went  to  his  room  and 
retired. 

Th**  next  morning  he  was  up  tong  before  Flannigan  was,  and 
he  spent  his  time  sitting  on  the  porch,  watching  the  passers- 

by. 

ft  was  nine  o'clock  when  who  should  come  along  but  Young 
Wild  West. 

Adams  moved  uneasily. 

Htraight  Eye.  the  Indian  with  the  white  heart,  was  with  our 
h t-Tb,  and  Adams  wondered  how  it  was  that  the  boy  was  so 
friendly  with  a  red  man. 

7  \.c  impulse  that  came  to  him  was  to  draw  his  revolver  and 
wlioot  Wibias  he  turned  his  back,  but  he  did  not  have  the  nerve 
to  do  it  then, 

V/t>n  our  hero  had  passed  on  to  the  post-office  the  villain 

£</t  up  and  went  Into  the  barroom. 


Flannigan  had  just  come  downstairs,  and  lie  greeted  him 
t  with  a  pleasant  good-morning. 

"Let's  have  a  good  born  of  whisky  together,"  suggested 
Austin  Adams.  "When  Young  Wild  West  comes  back  from 
the  post-office  over  there  I  am  going  to  shoot  him  dead  in  his 
tracks!” 


"  J'  '  I 
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CHAPTER  X. 

* 

V 

CONCLUSION. 

$  .  « 

»  1  *  r  *  1  •*. 

Wild  was  feeling  pretty  good  that  morning. 

When  he  reached  the  post-office  he  chatted  gayiy  with  Ari¬ 
etta,  and  told  her  that  he  guessed  he  would  get  Straight  Eye 
to  introduce  him  to  some  nice  Indian  maiden,  so  he  coul0 
make  her  jealous  of  him. 

“I  got  jealous  of  you  once,  but  it  will  never  happen  again,” 
she  answered  with  a  laugh. 

“What  do  you  think  of  that,  Straight  Eye?"  our  hero  atkccL 

“She  speaks  what  js  right,”  lie  replied.  “It  is  wrong  to  get 
jealous.  That  is  something  the  red  man  will  kill  for.  I  have 
a  pretty  young  maiden  back  in  the  hills  in  the  camp  of  Sitting 
Bull,  but  I  will  never  see  her  again  now.  If  she  marries 
another  brave  I  will  not  be  jealous  of  her,  because  I  will  be 
dead.” 

•  ) 

This  expression,  coming  so  suddenly,  took  all  the  fun  out 
of  Wild. 

He  looked  at  the  Indian  and  saw  that  he  was  in  earnest. 

“What  do  you  mean,  Straight.  Eye?”  he  questioned  a  little 
sharply.  “You  are  not  thinking  o.  committing  suicide,  are 
you?” 

“No!”  And  Straight  Eye  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height 
and  smiled  scornfully:  "Listen!  I  will  tell  you  a  little  story. 

“Many  years  ago,  when  there  were  no  white  men  in  all  this 
great  country,  my  great-grandmother  was  born.  She  was  one 
of  the  prettiest  of  her  race.  Her  eyes  sparkled  like  the  dia¬ 
monds  the  white  maiden  wears  in  her  ears  and  at  her  throat; 
her  smile  was  like  the  sunshine  that  melts  the  snow  on  the 
mountain-tops  and  her  lips  were  like  the  budding  rose  that 
grows  along  the  edge  of  the  great  timber  land. 

“She  was  very  beautiful,  and  she  would  smile  at  no  brave 
until  Crow  Foot  came  along.  He  won  her  heart. 

“But  her  father,  the  big  chief,  told  her  not  to  marry  Crow 
Foot,  as  Crow  Foot  was  a  bad  Indian.  He  called  in  the  medi¬ 
cine  man  of  the  tribe  and  he  told  her  that  if  she  married  Crow 
Foot  she  would  have  two  sons  born  to  her,  one  of  whom 
would  be  a  good  son  and  the  other  a  bad  son. 

“Well,  the  maiden  would  not  listen  to  her  father  or  the  medi¬ 
cine  man,  so  she  ran  away  and  married  Crow  Foot.  She  had 
two  sons  born  to  her.  One  turned  out  to  be  a  good  one  and  the 
other  a  bad  one.  The  good  son  died  on  his  thirtieth  birthday, 
and  the  bad  son  lived  to  revel  in  blood. 

“The  good  son  was  my  grandfather. 

“He  had  two  sons,  and  one  of  them  was  my  father.  He  was 
the  good  son,  and  he  died  on  his  thirtieth  birthday.  He  had 
two  sons,  and  I  am  one  and  Purple  Face  is  the  other.  This 
is  my  thirtieth  birthday.” 

Wild  and  Arietta  were  deeply  impressed  by  the  story. 

But  they  both  tried  to  laugh  away  the  Indian’s  belief. 

“Nonsense!  Why,  you  are  as  well  as  a  man  could  be.  There 
is  not  the  least  sign  of  sickness  about  you.  If  1  were  you,  and 
really  thought  that  way,  1  would  go  home  and  stay  In  the 
house  till  the  birthday  passed.” 

“I  will  go  to  your  house  and  stay  there  pretty  soon.  But 
something  will  happen  before  the  day  is  passed.  I  feel  it! 
1  feel  it  as  I  never  thought  before.  I  have  done  iny  best  to 
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be  a  good  Indian.  I  have  worked  against  my  own  brother  and 
helped  the  white  man  to  drive  him  back  from  the  mountain. 

I  believe  in  doing  good.” 

“Take  him  to  the  house  ahd  get  him  interested  in  a  game 
of  checkers,”  suggested  Arietta. 

“AH  right.  Come  on,  Straight-Eye!  To-morrow  we  will 
go  out  and  shoot  a  nice  fat  buck,  and  we  will  enjoy  a  feast  to 
celebrate  the  victory  of  the  palefaces.” 

The  two  started  back  for  the  house,  pretty  Arietta  Murdock 
watching  them,  all  the  fun  taken  out  of  her  by  the  sad  and 
uncanny  superstition  of  the  red  man. 

“You  made  a  bargain  with  me,  Young  Wild  West,”  remarked 
Straight-Eye,  as  they  walked  along.  “You  kept  your  word 
and  I  kept  mine.  You  called  me  a  red  man  with  a  white  heart, 
and  I  feel  proud  of  it.” 

“So  do  I,  Straight-Eye.” 

“You  are  a  great  brave,  and  you  will  live  long  and  prosper.” 

“Thank  you  for  phophesying  that.” 

Just  as  the  two  reached  the  front  of  Flannigan’s  place  a 
startling  thing  happened. 

A  man  in  the  doorway  suddenly  raised  a  revolver  and  fired 
point-blank  at  the  breast  of  Young  Wild  West. 

As  quick  as  the  move  had  been,  Straight-Eye  was  much 
quicker. 

Even  as  the  villain  pressed  the  trigger  he  threw  himself  in 
front  of  Wild  and  received  the  bullet  in  his  heart. 

Straight-Eye  had  died  on  his  thirtieth  birthday,  after  all! 

Young  Wild  West  turned  as  quick  as  a  flash  and  saw  that 
thq  coward  who  had  fired  the  shot  was  Austin  Adams. 

Before  the  scoundrel  could  fire  another  shot  there  was  a 
sharp  report,  and  he  fell  to  the  ground. 

It  was  one  of  the  quickest  shots  Wild  had  ever  made,  but  his 
bullet  had  found  its  mark. 

The  wretch  died  without  a  groan. 

Almost  instantly  a  crowd  collected  about  the  spot. 

There  were  tears  in  the  eyes  of  Young  Wild  West  as  he  bent 
over  his  Indian  friend  and  found  that  he  was  dead. 

“Gentlemen,”  said  he,  with  something  like  a  choking  sob 
in  his  throat,  “here  lies  the  body  of  one  of  the  whitest  men 
that  ever  lived!  Though  he  possessed  a  red  skin,  he  had  a 
wnite  heart,  and  he  has  proved  it  to  me  more  than  once  in  the 
past  few  days.  I  am  sorry,  now,  that  I  shot  the  coward  who 
slew  him.  Shooting  was  too  good  for  him!  He  should  have 
died  by  inches.  He  aimed  at  me,  and  to  save  my  life,  Straight- 
Eye  took  the  bullet  in  his  heart.  Gentlemen!”  Wild  was  get¬ 
ting  a  trifle  excited  now,  “it  strikes  me  that  it  was  a  put-up 
job  to  kill  me  as  I  was  passing  this  place.  I  call  upon  the 
proprietor  to  arm  or  deny  my  charge.” 

Flannigan  now  stepped  forward,  his  face  as  white  as  a  sheet. 

“I  know  nothing  of  it,”  he  blurted  out.  “Indeed  I  don't.” 

“You  are  sure?” 

“Oh,  yes!” 

“Well,  I  will  give  you  the  benefit  of  the  doubt,  but  mind 
your  eye  while  you  stay  here  in  Weston.” 

Thut.  was  all  Wild  said  just  then. 

He  did  not  want  to  let  his  anger  get  the  best  of  him. 

*  But  he  firmly  believed  that  Flannigan  knew  all  about  the 
foul  attempt  on  his  life. 

And  he  meant  to  keep  a  sharp  eye  on  the  man  in  the  future. 

The  body  of  Straight-Eye  was  taken  to  the  undertaker’s, 
and  then  Wild  West  went  back  to  the  post-office. 

He  found  his  sweetheart  in  tears. 

“1  can't  seem  to  get  over  what  the  Indian  told  us,  Wild.” 
she  said.  “It  is  a  shame  that  it  should  come  true,  what  he 
said.” 

-Yea,  it  Is." 

-But— but - " 
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“But  what,  little  one?” 

“It  was  better  for  him  to  die  than  you.” 

Wild  said  nothing  to  this. 

He  changed  the  subject,  and  soon  had  the  girl  In  a  good 
humor  again. 

Then  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jack  Robecjee  came  along  and 
they  all  went  over  to  the  company’s  office. 

The  killing  of  Straight-Eye  was  the  talk  of  the  town  for 
the  balance  of  the  day. 

But  inside  of  a  week  it  had  died  out  and  the  incident  was 
forgotten  by  all  save  a  few'. 

Among  the  few  to  remember  it  outside  of  our  friends  was 
Flannigan. 

He  would  never  forget  that  as  long  as  he  lived,  and  he  began 
to  feel  as  though  he  was  a  marked  man. 

Before  the  end  of  another  week  he  found  a  customer  and 
sold  his  place. 

Then  he  lost  no  time  in  leaving  Weston. 

It  was  a  good  thing,  and  but  few  were  sorry  for  it. 

The  few  were  among  the  worst  class  in  the  towm. 

It  was  now'  twro  weeks,  and  Young  Wild  West  had  not  heard 
from  Jim  Dart. 

A  day  or  two  after  that  he  received  a  long  letter  written 
by  Jim. 

Eloise  had  been  received  loyally  by  her  uncle,  and  her  claim 
to  the  fortune  proved  beyond  a  doubt. 

It  w'ould  take  about  a  month  to  go  through  the  process  that 
was  required  by  law. 

A  guardian  had  to  be  appointed  by  the  judge  of  the  county, 
and  many  other  things  that  seem  trivial  enough,  but  take 
time,  just  the  same. 

The  guardian  that  she  selected  was  her  uncle,  as  might  be 
supposed. 

He  had  made  the  fight  for  her  all  these  long  years,  and 
could  be  better  suited  to  look  out  for  her  interests  after  she 
got  her  rights. 

Jim’s  letter  wound  up  as  follows : 

“We  are  having  grand  times  here,  Wild.  This  town  is 
nothing  like  Weston.  There  is  an  opera-house  here,  and  they 
have  good  plays — not  like  the  great  play  that  Bub  Sprague 
went  broke  over — but  such  as  I  never  saw. 

“The  town  is  very  tame,  of  course,  but  there  is  plenty  to  see 
in  it  that  is  new.  Dove-Eye  Dave  is  longing  to  get  back  to 
Weston,  though.  He  says  he  would  die  if  lie  l  ad  to  live  in 
such  a  tame  place  long. 

“Eloise  enjoys  it  here  as  much  as  I  do,  and,  I  think,  more. 
But  she  declares  that  she  must  come  back  to  Weston,  and  her 
uncle  and  aunt  say  she  must  be  humored  in  that  respect. 
When  we  come  home  they  are  coming  with  us,  so  you  might 
induce  them  to  settle  there.  Her  unde  is  a  retired  business 
man,  with  a  moderate  fortune,  and  1  have  an  idea  that  Weston 
would  suit  him. 

“I  have  read  in  the  papers  that  the  Indians  have  given  up 
warring  against  the  whites  for  a  time,  and  l  suppose  the  peo¬ 
ple  in  Weston  are  glad  of  it. 

“Will  write  again  next  week  and  let  you  know  when  we 
will  start  for  home.” 

There  is  nothing  more  to  add  to  the  story  of  “Wild  West’s 
Bargain.” 


Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “YOUNG  WILD  WEST’S 
VACATION;  OR,  A  LIVELY  TIME  AT  ROARING  RANCH.” 


SEND  POSTAL  FOR  OUR  FREE  CATALOGUE. 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


W:  Y  tramping  over  his  farm,  near  Senola,  Ga.,  0.  Z. 
(  •  'k  d iscovered  a  large  turtle  foraging  among  his  crops. 
V  caught  the  turtle  and  weighed  it.  It  tipped  the  scale 
at  thirty-seven  pounds. 


Mrs.  John  Eckard,  of  Ramsey,  Ill.,  lowered  herself  into 
a  t  lirty-foot  well  into  which  her  two-year-old  son  had 
tumbled.  She  steadied  herself  bv  bracing  her  feet  against 
the  stones.  and  upon  reaching  the  water  picked  up  the 
child.  She  remained  there  holding  the  babe  for  half  an 
hour  until  her  daughter,  who  had  gone  for  help,  returned 
with  neighboring  farmers.  Both  she  and  the  child  were 
hauled  out  uninjured. 

A  workman  excavating  for  a  new  building  in  Milwaukee, 
Wis.,  uncovered  with  his  pickaxe  a  tin  can  filled  with  gold. 
The  amount  is  estimated  at  between  $2,000  and  $5,000. 
The  money  was  divided  among  the  men.  The  two  dollar 
and  a  half,  five  dollar,  ten  dollar  and  twenty  dollar  pieces 
wore  dated  from  1$40  to  1855,  leaving  the  impression  that 
the  owner  had  put  them  in  the  hiding  place  before  the  civil 
war.  It  is  thought  he  enlisted  and  intended  to  get  the 
money  after  his  return. 

Sandusky  firemen  are  knitting  not  socks  for  soldiers,  but 
shawls  for  their  wives.  The  knitting  idea  was  put  into 
their  heads  when  a  fireman  from  one  of  the  Columbus 
stations  visited  the  Sandusky  Central  Station  and  re¬ 
marked  that  knitting  is  the  principal  pastime  of  Columbus 
firemen.  Cards  and  checkerboards  were  pfomptly  put 
aside,  and  now  almost  any  evening  firemen  in  each  o.ne  of 
S  -minsky's  five  stations  may  be  seen  sitting  around  with 
yarn,  knitting  needles  and  shawls  well  on  the  way  to  com¬ 
pletion. 

Thirtv-nine  rears  after  completing  a  course  at  the  Iowa 
Farm  College  at  Ames,  I.  W.  Bouck,  of  Eoyalton,  Minn., 
i-  to  receive  a  diploma  and  be  graduated  with  the  degree 
of  bachelor  of  science.  Mr.  Bouck  finished  a  four-year 
< -nurse,  hut  was  compelled  to  leave  college  before  taking 
to  ,  < ; f  !» j s  final  examinations  and  therefore  did  not  re- 
,  n-  o  hi.-  sheepskin.  A  professor  at  the  Iowa  institution 
|.  !-  born  d  Ivirtg  into  the  old  records  and  believes  Bouck 
should  lave  Ids  diploma.  lie  has  been  notified  he  may 
t :i] .;<•  part  in  the  commencement. 

I  inir.g  forces.  five  trout  fishermen  in  Orangeville, 
y,  flu*  life  of  a  Ved  squirrel,  which  was  on  the 
p  M.t  of  filing  crushed  by  a  huge  black  snake.  Hearing 
►h rul.-  of  terror,  which  none  of  the  men  had  ever  before 
|H  fi  r  men  dropped  their  poles  and  rushed  into  the 
Ip  V  rv  tie  re  t  hi  v  found  a  squirrel  struggling  to  free  it- 
yi  if  iff  ,,  the  e< ;  j  I  -  of  ,i  big  black  snake  which  was  slowly 
winding  it-elf  i round  f lie  little  animal.  'The  snake  was 
ti;e  k'-b  ?nto  pc.e  in  an  instant  and  the  squirrel  scampered 
r"  1  c  >at  and  chattered  at  his  rescuers,  who 
,  ;  ,i rp  .jrc  t!ic  animal  wga  thanking  them. 


It  is  announced  that  the  Navy  Department  lias  ordered, 
j  a  dirigible  aircraft  from  a  Connecticut  company,  which  isi 
to  be  delivered  within  four  months,  and  will  cost  $45,636., 
This  craft  will  be  175  feet  long,  55  feet  in  height  and  will 
accommodate  eight  men.  The  speed  will  be  25  miles  am 
hour.  This  craft  cannot  be  seriously  regarded  as  a  fight¬ 
ing  machine,  but  is  probably  intended  merely  for  practice 
purposes  and  for  training  operators  for  possible  futurej 
craft.  The  battle  cruiser  Nortli  Carolina,  which  has  be¬ 
come  superannuated,  is  to  be  remodeled  to  serve  as  an, 
aviation  ship,  and  will  be  sent  to  Pensacola,  which  is  tol 
be  made  a  station  and  school  for  training  aviators.  As 
soon  as  it  is  finished  the  new  airship  will  be  sent  to  the! 
same  place  and  a  floating  hangar  is  to  be  provided  to 
shelter  it. 


.  The  British  cruisers  which  are  guarding  the  steamship 
lanes  against  German  raiders  do  not  dare  to  relax  theirj 
vigilance  for  an  instant,  says  the  American  Boy.  It  is 
dangerous  for  them  to  atop  to  take  on  the  necessary  coal, 
and  so  an  ingenious  method  has  been  devised  to  .enable 
them  to  take  coal  on  the  run.  The  collier  that  is  to  supply 
a  cruiser  with  coal  gets  into  touch  with  her  by  wireless  and 
meets  her  at  the  appointed  spot.  The  collier  pulls  up  be¬ 
hind  the  cruiser  and  when  about  four  hundred  feet  astern 
two  hawsers  are  passed  from  the  warship  and  one  fastened 
on  either  side  to  be  used  as  tow  lines.  Another  cable  is 
stretched  from  the  masthead  of  the  collier  to  the  deck  of 
the  warship.  The  warship  steams  ahead  at  the  rate  of 
ten  or  twelve  knots  an  hour,  followed  by  the  collier.  Great 
bags  holding  a  ton  of  coal  are  hoisted  to  the  masthead  of 
the  collier  and  attached  to  a  carrier  that  allows  them  to 
run  rapidly  down  to  the  deck  of  the  cruiser,  where  the  load 
is  automatically  released.  The  carrier  is  then  drawn  back 
to  the  collier.  By  this  means  coal  is  loaded  onto  a  moving 
warship  at  the  rate  of  sixty  tons  an  hour. 


An  artistic  birdhouse,  of  more  than  ordinary  pretensions 
to  architectural  beauty,  has  just  been  completed  by  a  92- 
year-old  citizen  of  Whittier,  Cal.  It  is  a  structure  of  re¬ 
inforced  concrete,  15  feet  high,  and  houses  the  pet  canaries 
of  this  bird-lover.  ,The  house  is  8  feet  square,  the  gabled 
roof  being  supported  by  ornamental  concrete  posts,  set 
with  round  stones,  while  latticework  fills  in  the  spaces  be¬ 
tween  the  columns.  The  floor  is  of  cement,  with  a  bathing 
fount  in  the  center,  while  over  the  doors,  which  are  of 
wire  net,  are  semi-circular  panels  of  colored  glass.  The 
house  is  surmounted  by  a  copper  dome  and  flagstaff,  and 
the  ridges  of  the  roof  are  decorated  with  a  series  of  wooden 
rings  in  which  are  suspended  a  set  of  delicately-toned  brass 
hells,  which,  swinging  to  and  fro  in  the  breeze,  touch  the 
edges  of  the  wooden  rings,  giving  forlh  a  soft  tinkle.  A 
clock  is  part  of  tbo  equipment  of  this  aviary,  and  above 
cadi  door  is  a  little  window,  from  which,  on  the  stroke 
of  the  hour,  appear  mechanical  cuckoos  announcing  the* 
time.  The  Imijding  is  entirely  the*  handiwork  of  the 
owner,  who  estimates  the  cost  to  be  over  $700. 


t 


20 


WILD  WEST  WEEKLY 


SINBAD  THE  SECOND 


OR 


The  Wonderful  Adventures  of  a  New  Monte  Cristo 


Bv  “PAWNEE  JACK” 


(A  SERIAL  STORY ) 


44 


CHAPTER  IT. 


ARRIVAL  AT  COQUIMBO — SINBAD  ASTONISHES  DON  RICARDO. 

They  were  leaving  the  cabin,  when  Jacques  Dupree 
stopped. 

“But,  captain,  von  did  not  tell  us  your  name,”  said  tlie 
Frenchman. 

“1  thought  you  would  never  question  me  again,”  laughed 
the  young  man.  “The  name  you  have  known  me  by  is 
still  my  name.  I  am  Sinbad  the  Second.” 

Half  an  hour  later  the  Avenger  was  speeding  through 
the  waters  of  the  Pacific  towards  the  American  coast. 

Sinbad  walked  the  deck,  looking  at  the  fast  receding 
harbor  of  Sydney,  one  of  the  most  beautiful  in  the  world, 
more  at  ease  in  his  mind  since  he  had  spoken  with  his 
friends. 

On  reflection,  he  s.eemed  to  think  it  only  natural  that 
they  should  desire  to  know  what  this  apparently  aimless 
flitting  from  place  to  place  really  meant. 

“On  their  secrecy  and  devotion  I  can  rely,”  said  Sinbad 
to  himself.  “Henceforth  they  will  take  a  more  intelligent 
interest  in  what  transpires.” 

Con  Cregan  was  sailing  the  vessel.  He  was  an  excel¬ 
lent  sailor  and  had  held  a  master’s  certificate,  and  he  could 
ho  relied  on  to  handle  the  yacht  well. 

Having  nothing  to  do,  Sinbad  sat  down  by  the  side  of 
Jacques  Dupree  under  an  awning  on  the  quarter  deck! 
The  Frenchman  was  busily  examining  some  curious 
winged  insect  he  had  caught.  His  tastes  were  scientific, 
and  he  acted  as  doctor  of  the  yacht,  for  he  had  a  great 
knowledge  of  medicine. 

“Don't  think  1  am  at  all  offended  with  you.  Jacques,” 
said  Sinbad.  “I  don't  deny  that  1  was,  but  that  feeling 
has  passed  away  and  we’ll  be  better  friends  than  ever,  1 
hone. 

“Sir.  it  is  not  f<tr  you  to  excuse  yourself  to  me.  1  was 
entirely  at  fault.” 

“Well,  well,  let  it  pass.  It's  a  bygone  thing.  1  feel 
happier  to-day  than  I  have  felt  for  years.” 

“All!  that  is  good.” 

“Yes.  It's  like  this.  Yesterday  in  Sydney  1  heard  sAmc 
news  purely  by  chance.  I’ve  always  trusted  to  chance  in 
my  search  for  these  men.” 

!  “Surely  it  was  ca>\  to  find  them.” 

“No.  Tt  wfl'  impossible.  The  Swiftsure  may  have  | 
gone  to  the  bottom,  for  it  was  never  heard  of  again.”  1 


“Then  the  villains  perished  with  it.” 

“That  does  not  follow.  They  probably  scuttled  the 
ship,  not  daring  to  make  port  with  it.  and  landed  in  a 
boat  at  some  unfrequented  spot,  separating  after  dividing 
their  booty.  That’s  what  I've  calculated  on,  and  I  believe 
1  am  right.  Xow  listen.  I  overheard  some  talk  in  a  res¬ 
taurant  in  Sydney  yesterday  of  the  utmost  importance. 
Two  men — evil-looking  wretches — were  speaking  of  their 
experiences.  One  was  telling  the  other  lie  had  just  come 
out  of  prison.  ‘Time,  was  up,’  said  the  fellow,  ‘but  the 
governor  of  the  prison,  Don  Ricardo  Quin,  connived  at  my 
escape.’  ” 

“A  Spanish  prison  by  the  name.” 

“Don't  be  impatient.  ‘Dons  ain't  much  account,’  said 
the  other  man ;  ‘not  as  a  rule.' 

“‘He  was  only  a  don  in  name,'  said  the  first* speaker. 
‘He  was  an  Australian,  Richard  Quin  by  name,  and  he'd 
been  a  sailor,  1  reckon.’” 

“Was  that  all?” 

“Yes;  except  that  he  said  the  prison  was  in  Chili,  at  a 
place  called  Ooquimbo.  It’s  on  the  coast,  north  of  the 
island  of  Juan  Fernandez.  We're  sailing  right  there 
now.” 

“But,  pardon  me,  1  see  nothing  in  what  you  have 
told  me.” 

“You  don't?”  cried  Sinbad,  with  flashing  eyes.  “1  tel! 
you,  Jacques  Dupree,  that  1  believe  Don  Ricardo  Quin 
is  that  villainous  mate  of  the  Swiftsure,  Richard  Quince.” 

“True,  there's  a  similarity  in  the  names.” 

“Yes,  and  lie's  an  Australian,  and  has  been  a  sailor. 
When  we  arrive  at  Coquimbo  we  will  find  out  more. 
Proof,  proof,  that  is  all  I  ask:  then - ” 

A  look,  positively  ghastly,  came  over  Sinbad's  face. 

“You  will  kill  him?” 

“Wait,  you  shall  see.  Ah!  here's  Xcptunc,  signaling 
to  us.” 

“And  his  black  face  is  the  best  signal  in  the  world,  for 
it  means  dinner.” 

“Dinner  ready,  Neptune ?” 

“Dat's  what  I'm  tollin'  you.  massa.' 

“Eet  s  hope  it  s  a  good  one.*’ 

“Massa,  Neptune  nebber  gib  you  no  had  dinners.” 

Neptune,  who  was  a  full-blooded  negro  from  the  Dio  of 
I  rinidad,  grinned  all  over  his  face,  as  he  proceeded  to 
Servo  the  dinner. 

“That  s  another  poor  fellow  you  saved.” 

“Yes,”  answered  Sinbad.  “True,  slavery  m  aholmhcd, 
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>  ’if o  was  a  hard  one.  1  think  he  is  verv  grateful 

»  c 


C  1110. 

*  "And  so  are  we  all,"  said  Ivan,  who  had  now  joined 

them. 

Everything  on  the  yacht  was  of  the  most  sumptuous 
cl  arari-T,  and  the  Avenger  was  trulv  described  bv  Sinbad 
a>  a  floating  palace.  Still,  confinement  even  in  a  palace 
Ibtvomes  irksome,  and  Sinbad  fretted  over  the  length  of 

the  voyage.  *  . 

The  Avenger  was  a  vessel  of  seven  hundred  tons,  as  fast 
as  anything  on  the  water,  but  it  was  necessary  on  such  a 
^long  voyage  to  husband  the  coal.  To  have  steamed  at  full 

1  speed  would  have  used  up  all  that  was  in  the  bunkers  be- 
[  fore  the  end  of  the  journey  was  reached.  The  yacht  was 
4 ringed  as  a  sailing  vessel,  and  when  the  wind  favored  it 

proceeded  under  canvas. 

"Land  ho !"  cried  the  lookout  man.  and  soon,  in  the 
dim  distance,  what  seemed  to  be  a  fog  bank,  but  was  in 
reality  the  coast  of  Chili,  rose  into  view. 

It  was  noon  when  the  Avenger  came  to  an  anchor  op¬ 
posite  the  town  of  Coquimbo,  and  without  loss  of  time  Sin- 
bad,  taking  Kama  with  him,  hastened  ashore.  A  large 
crowd  had  assembled,  for  the  arrival  of  the  yacht  at  a' 
i  town  seldom  visited  by  ships  was  quite  an  event.  Kama 
attracted  more  attention  than  Sinbad,  for  he  was  dressed 
in  an  Oriental  costume  of  rich  material. 

“Senor,”  said  Sinbad.  addressing  a  man  who  appeared 
|  to  be  in  authority  and  speaking  in  Spanish,  “you  see  I 
have  but  just  arrived.  I  wish  to  pay  my  respects  to  the 
governor.  Will  you  take  me  to  him?” 

“Don  Ricardo  Quin !  I  shal^  have  much  pleasure  in 
doing  so.” 

‘uSo  Don  Ricardo  is  the  governor  of  the  town  as  well  as 
0the  jail.”  muttered  Sinbad.  “He’s  evidently  a  very  great 

:  man  here.” 

The  Chilian  official  led  the  way  to  a  great  stone  building 
T-  which  Sinbad  had  noticed  whilst  making  for  the  port.  It 
was  built  close  to  the  water’s  edge  and  looked  like  a  for¬ 
tress  On  entering  its  gates  a  thrill  of  emotion  passed  over 
:  him,  but  in  a  moment  he  had  mastered  it,  and  his  face 
was  as  impassive  as  ever. 

“Kama  Kama  !”  lie  muttered;  “is  it  to  be?” 

“Let  us  hope.  We  can  do  no  more.” 

“Yes — we  can  watch.” 

On  being  told  that  the  governor  was  in  the  prison  yard, 
1*  official  led  Sinbad  and  his  attendant  there. 

2  TKv  found  Don  Ricardo  engaged  in  pistol  practice, 
■shooting  at  a  target  about  twenty  paces  off,  which  was 

■affixed  to  a  wall. 

“Don  Ricardo,”  said  the  official,  “allow  me  to  present  to 
f  you  the  owner  of  the  yacht  that  lies  at  anchor  in  the  bay, 
S'  nor  Sinbad.” 

•‘Sfiior  Sinbad,"  answered  the  governor,  “you  descend 
j on  u*  a-  if  you  had  come  by, magic  from  the  mountains  of 
tV  moon,  like  our  namesake  in  tile  old  story.  Senor,  you 

a  ro  welcome.” 

Sinbad  appeared  not  to  notiee  the  hand  winch  was  of¬ 
fered  him  contenting  himself  with  bowing  very  low. 
Meanwhile,  le*  semi inijeed  clo-ely  every  feature  of  the 
Men  *  f.i e< .  ob-en  , ng,  too,  with  great  attention  the  toue 

of  bi«  void. 


"Ten  years,"  he  said  to  himself;  “they  make  a  great 
difference  in  all  of  us." 

“Pardon  me,  senor,”  said  Sinbad,  “but  you  do  not  ap¬ 
pear  to  be  a  native  of  this  country.  If  you  could  speak  in 
English,  I  should  be  glad,  for  my  Spanish  is  very  indif¬ 
ferent." 

“I  had  not  noticed  it,"  answered  the  governor,  flushing 
somewhat.  “Fortunately  I  can  speak  English,  for  I  lived, 
for  some  years  in  New  York,  but  I  am  a  native  of  Spanish 
America  all  the  same.”  1 

“I  am  from  Australia  now,  senor.  Were  you  ever 
there?” 

.  “Never.” 

“And  you  have  not  missed  much.  But  go  on  with  your 
practice.  I  don’t  want  to  interrupt  you.” 

The  governor  laughed. 

“You  have  to  keep  your  hand  in  here,  Senor  Sinbad. 
We  fight  a  good  many  duels,  and  mostly  with  the  pistol.” 

“Most  men  who  have  been  sailors  are  bad  shots.  I. 
hope  you  have  more  success.” 

Don  Ricardo  turned  as  white  as  death,  and  he  held  his 
hand  against  his  side  to  prevent  its  trembling  from  being 
visible. 

“I  was  never  at  sea  in  my  life,”  he  said,  after  a  pause, 
in  a  voice  which  he  tried  in  vain  to  render  calm.  “Never  !”, 

“Then  we  must  not  always  judge  by  the  hands.” 

The  eyes  of  the  two  met,  but  Sinbad  had  a  perfectly! 
guileless  look  on  his  face  which  seemed  to  rob  the  words  of, 
anv  hidden  meaning. 

“To  show  you  I’m  not  a  sailor,”  Said  the  governor,  fore-' 
ing  a  laugh,  “I  will  shoot  at  the  target.  If  I  miss;  you 
will  admit  vour  mistake.” 

With  thtit  Don  Ricardo  sent  six.  shots  from  his  six-shooter 
with  great  precision,  all  of  them  lodging  in  the  red  disc, 
or  close  to  it.  * 

“Don’t  let  us  quarrel,  Senor  Sinbad,  or  I  should  be  a 
dangerous  enemy.” 

“Quarrel !  Why  should  we  ?  Do  you  know  of  a  reason  ?” 

“No,  no.  Let  us  see  what  you  can  do  with  the  six- 
shooter.  Come,  we’re  seven  critics  here,  but  we  make  all 
allowances  for  a  sailor.  Ha!  Ha!” 

Sinbad  took  the  six-shooter,  making  a  sign  to  Kama  as 
he  did  so,  and  the  latter  ran  immediately  across  the  court¬ 
yard,  and  stood  with  his  back  to  the  wall.  Then  he  placed 
one  arm  at  full  length,  extending  to  their  fullest  width  the 
fingers  of  his  hand,  which  was  held  flat  against  the  wall. 

Don  Ricardo  and  his  friends  were  too  astounded  to 
speak. 

As  for  Kama  he  regarded  the  whole  affair  with  complete 
indifference. 

Almost  without  taking  aim,  so  it  seemed,  Sinbad  fired 
and  when  he  had  finished  it  was  seen  that  he  had  placed 
one  bullet  outside  the  thumb,  and  the  others  between  the 
different  fingers  of  Kama’s  hand. 

“Senor  Sinbad,”  said  the  governor,  in  awe-struck  tones, 
as  he  took  the  pistol  from  him,  “we  shall  not  fight,  take 
my  word  for  it.” 

Sinbad  accepted  an  invitation  to  dine  with  the  governor 
that  night,  and  then,  after  taking  some  refreshment,  be 
hurried  back  to  the  ship. 

IIH, 

(To  be  continued) 
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ITEMS  OF  INTEREST  \ 

_ _ _  MW  t 


LOST  $1,000  BET. 

Walter  Fadden,  restaurateur,  took  a  walk  recently  that 
cost  him  $1,000.  With  a  stream  of  perspiration  trickling 
off  his  nose  and  his  hair  a  matted  mass,  he  arrived  at  the 
Minneapolis  Court  House  at  9:28  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
exactly  eight  minutes  too  late  to  win  a  bet  of  $1,000  that 
he  could  walk  from  St.  Paul  to  Minneapolis  in  an  hour 
and  fifteen  minutes.  Chief  Andrews  and  H.  K.  Harrison 
are  the  winners  of  the  wager. 


PLOWS  TJP  318  COINS. 

Dreyfull  Bonham  was  plowing  on  his  farm  near  Switz 
City,  Ind..  when  his  plow-share  caught  on  an  old  iron 
chain  and  brought  to  the  surface  a  tin  can  containing 
many  silver  half  dollars.  Mr.  Bonham  made  a  search  of 
the  spot  and  dug  up  $159,  all  in  half-dollar  pieces.  The 
old  can,  the  rusted  chain  and  the  discolored  condition 
of  the  money,  and  the  date  on  the  coins,  some  running 
back  to  1851,  indicate  that  the  money  had  been  buried 
manv  years. 

v  V 


BOY  ATTEMPTS  TO  FLY. 

John  Mitchell,  aged  fourteen,  living  in  the  Mt.  Ver¬ 
non  road,  below  Evansville,  Ind.,  attempted  to  rival  the 
birds  and  came  to  grief  with  a  broken  arm.  Mitchell 
made  a  girder  and  wings  after  a  pattern  in  a  boy’s  book 
which  he  bought  at  a  local  store.  He  attempted  to  slide 
from  the  loft,  of  the  stable  to  the  ground.  The  girders 
were  not  strong  and  the  wings  collapsed.  Mitchell  fell  to 
the  ground  and  his  left  ami  was  broken  near  the  elbow 
and  he  suffered  slight  internal  injuries. 


JAPAN  LONGS  FOR  FRESH  LOBSTER. 

Japan  resolving  to  propagate  lobsters  in  its  own  waters, 
twenty-seven  lobsters  were  shipped  from  the  Maine  const 
to  Yokohama  early  Inst  winter.  Eleven  reached  there 
alive — the  first  visitors  of  the  kind  to  Japanese  shores, 
and  the  survivors  of  the  longest  journey  that  lobsters  ever 
made.  Lobster  salad,  lobster  a  la  Neuburg  will  hence¬ 
forth  do  their  full  work  in  elevating  gastronomic  taste  in 
the  Far  East  without,  let  us  hope,  the  corresponding  effect 
up  n  habits  if  not  morals  seen  in  the  late  hours  of  the 
Occident. 


WIDOW  GETS  BIG  JOB. 

Mrs.  George  Welch,  who  took  charge  of  the  Corpus 
Christ  i,  Texas,  postoflice  recently,  is  believed  to  hi'  the 
•  •  !v  woman  in  the  1  nited  States  1o  have  charge  of  a  post- 
olli  ■  of  the  first-class.  Mrs.  Welch  is  the  widow  of  Judge 
Stanley  Welch,  for  years  a  leading  jurist  of  Texas  and 
who  was  assassinated  ten  years  ago  at  Pin  Grande  Citv  on 
the  eve  of  an  election.  She  is  an  appointee  of  President 
WiLnn,  her  nomination  having  been  submitted  l»v  Con¬ 
go  -man  John  \.  Garner.  The  Corpus  Christi  office  has 
an  annual  revenue  of  $15,000  and  employs  eighteen  clerks 
and  carriers. 


UNDERGROUND  GALLERIES  OF  WELBECK 

ABBEY. 

On  the  coming  of  age  of  the  Marquis  of  litchhpM  re¬ 
cently,  the  famous  underground  galleries  o!  We! beck  Ao- 
bey,  in  England,  were  thrown  open  and  over  a  mousaafl 
guests  were  entertained  under  surroundings  that  sug¬ 
gested  a  scene  in  fairyland.  This  abbey,  with  its  vast  sys¬ 
tem  of  underground  apartments  and  passages,  is  one  ofa 
the  wonders  of  England.  The  fifth  Duke  of  Portlan® 
had  a  passion  for  privacy,  and  this  underground  systei^ 
is  one  of  the  undertakings  on  which  he  is  said  to  have 
spent  about  $35,000,000.  The  principal  feature  is  the 
subterranean  picture  gallery,  160  by  64  feet,  containing 
many  priceless  works  of  art  and  lighted  by  twelve  enor¬ 
mous  glass  chandeliers.  From  the  park  entrance  to  the 
abbey  there  is  an  underground  drive  one  and  one-half 
miles  long,  from  which  tunnels,  having  a  total  length  of 
eleven  miles,  branch  in  all  directions.  Among  the  princi¬ 
pal  underground  apartments  arc  the  riding  school  where 
Joseph  Chamberlain  once  addressed  an  audience  of  5.000' 
persons,  a  tanbark  track,  a  quarter  of  a  mile  long,  which  is 
said  to  be*  the  finest  indoor  exercise  ground  for  horses  in 
the  world,  and  a  “rose  corridor”  150  yards  long.  All  the 
corridors  and  apartments  are  hung  with  tapestries,  are  well 
heated  and  lighted,  and  are  richly  decorated.  Balls  and 
banquets  arc  held  in  three  large  apartments  adjoining  tiie 
picture  gallery. 


BICYCLE  RACING  AGAIN  THE  RAGS.  ,  | 

The  promoters  of  the  six-day  bicycle  race  in  Chicago  la -t 
winter  sensed  the  fact  that  the  time  was  ripe  for  a  revival 
of  bicycle  racing.  'The  largo  crowds  that  turned  out  to  ve 
the  race  proved  that  their  “hunch"  was  indeed  a  happy* 
one. 

All  over  tin'  country  the  racing  fever  is  spreading.  In 
a  score  of  cities  now  race  tracks  have  been  established. 
One  of  the  host  known  of  these  tracks  or  \e!odromes,  as 
they  are  called,  is  ai.  fiivorviow  Park,  Chicago. 

Even  week  cycling  events  are  held  at  Riverview.  and 
every  week  large  numbers  ot  now  performers  arc  entering'] 
the 'races  in  competition  for  the  valuable  prizes  that  are] 
offered. 

An  interesting  effect  that  the  reyi\al  of  racing  i-  having' 
on  the  bicycle  industry  as  a  whole  is  reported  bv  the  Mc.nl 
(  yob1  l  om pan \  o.  hieago.  I  hey  sav  thev  are  doing  the 
largest  b u si upss  in  their  history  and  tlyt  the  demand  f  r 
machines  ot  the  raring  type  is  taxing  their  capacity. 

A  ven  practical  development  in  the  trade  generally,  re¬ 
sulting  from  the  revival  of  the  racing  foyer,  is  a  tendem  v 
to  swing  away  from  the  heavy  machine,  loaded  with  -w*.  rJ 
Muons  equipment  hack  to  the  old  stvlr.  l>htwn  htl 
stripped  machine.  , 

Ti.o  new  catalogue  of  the  Mead  Cycle  Company  :>  Jj 
feast  for  the  poison  who  is  interested  in  the  puivbi-o  ,i 
new  machine,  or  in  the  providing  of  equipment  for  tin'  -.1.1 
machine.  Any  reader  eau  seme  a  »op  U 
Mead  Cycle  Company,  Dept.  D  299,  t  hir ago  111. 
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BOLD  BOB,  THE  CAPTAIN  OF  THE  TEAM 


By  DICK  ELLISON 


(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  XV  (continued) 


Between  Mike's  strong  anus  and  Murray  Roberts’’  they 
succeeded  in  getting  poor  Bold  Bob  back  to  the  college. 
He  was  very  weak  from  loss  of  blood,  and  it  was  no  easy 
ta>u  to  get  him  to  his  own  room  and  into  bed. 

Then  they  called  in  a  physician,  who  pronounced  the 
wound  painful,  though  not  dangerous. 

‘‘That  is,  it  is  not  dangerous  with  proper  care  and  good 
nursing,"  he  said  slowly  and  thoughtfully.  “Of  course  if 
jit  were  to  be  neglected,  and  blood  poisoning  set  in,  it  might 
be  serious  for  our  friend.  However,  we  will  trust  to  luck 
-that  it  will  not  happen,  for  he  has  naturally  a  strong  con- 
.  stitution.  I  think  we  shall  be  able  to  pull  him  through.” 

“Faith,  an'  I  know  we  will,  sor,”  Mike  responded  heart¬ 
ily.  “He's  made  av  good  stuff,  th’  bye  is,  an’  if  he’s 
goin'  to  let  a  wee  bit  av  cold  lead  put  him  out  av  th’  world, 
shure  thin  lie's  not  th’  man  I'm  afther  thinkin’  he  is. 
May  th'  divil  fly  away  wid  tlr  man  that  fired  the  bullet 
into  Bold  Bob.  Shure,  an’  if  I  got  me  two  hands  on  him, 


A  I'd  lay  him  out  for  good  an'  all.  I'd  be  afther  batin’  him 


black  an'  blue,  an’  I'd  bend  that  face  entoirely  out  av 
shape.  Bad  luck  to  him,  but  who  but  a  coward  wud  shoot 
-  a  man  in  the  hack?”  * 

“Are  you  sure  that  Henry  Selden  was  the  one  who  fired 
the  -hot.  Mike?”  the  doctor  asked,  earnestly.  “Are  you 
sure  you  are  not.  mistaken?  Think  twice  before  you 
s:.  ak,  for  it  is  a  very  serious  affair.” 

“Am  T  shure  that  i  am  alive  an’  breathin’,  sor?”  Mike 
echoed,  somewhat  reproachfully.  “Faith,  sor,  an’  didn’t  1 
*  f  '  afther  -ay in’  that  T  saw  th’  deed  done  wid  me  own  two 
(■  e=?  Shure,  sor,  an'  1  saw  him  raise  th’  gun,  or  rather 
th'  pistol,  an'  then  took  aim,  an'  he  fired,  an:  our  Misther 
?  Jiot>ert  iie  dropped  to  th*  ground  loike  a  log.  Faith'  an*  1 
^thought  he  wa>  dead,  an’  1  couldn’t  move  at  all,  sor.  Thin 
I  do  me -elf,  good  heaven,  1  mustn't  stand  here  loike 
a  dead  man  while  Mi -tlrer  Robert’s  in  danger,  an’  down 
on  me  Yu-'-  1  flop  \  an’  puts  me  ear  to  his  heart.  Shure, 
-or,  an’  it  wa-  thumpin’  loike  a  house  afire,  an’  thin  1 


kr>f 


ho  was  alive.  Heaven  rist  his  sowl ;  so  Misther  Kob- 
4  an”  ov  -Ff.  betwixt  us  we  lugged  him  home,  an’  here 
'  now,  dor-tor.  dear,  do  you  think  he'll  he  afther 
in'?  Si  !.r<-  '  bo'-  the  white  t  live  I  iver  saw  in  all  me 


If#. 


tn  t 
Hob 


a  o’  I  wud  hate  to  see  him  turn  up  his  toes,  an"  all  for 
a,;o  of  a  dirt  dog  that  wasn't  fit  to  carry  Misther 


on 


urri. 


ould  -hoc:.  AU,  but  if  iver  1  lays  me  two  hands 
Ed  /o  irder  l  iin.  faith  an'  i  will.  Bad  luck  to 


min,  but  i  ll  fix  him  yet.” 


“There,  there,  Mike,  keep  quiet  like  a  good  fellow,  and 
all  will  be  well,”  the  physician  said,  soothingly.  “Let  Bold 
Bob  sleep,  and  when  he  awakens  he  will  be  himself  again, 
but  let  him  rest.  I  will  dress  his  wound  and  give  him 
something  to  make  him  rest.  In  the  morning  you  may  say 
what  you  like,  but  to-night  you  must  be  silent.  You  have 
common  sense  enough  to  know  that,  Mike,  so  I  shall  trust 


you. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 


AND  IN  THE  END  PEACE  SUBLIME. 


Mike  swelled  up  with  pride  like  a  turkey  cock,  and  he 
never  uttered  a  single  word.  He  felt  the  importance  of  his 
position  too  much  for  that.  All  night  long  he  remained 
by  the  bedside  of  the  wounded  boy  as  watchful  and  careful 
as  if  he  had  been  his  own  son. 

“Shure,  an’  I  wud  niver  wake  th’  bye,  even  if  me  own 
life  depended  on  it,”  he  muttered,  shaking  his  head  grave¬ 
ly.  “For  av  all  th’  byes  I  iver  saw,  shure,  an’  he  takes 
th’  cake.  Bejabers,  he  takes  th’  whole  bakery.  Holy  Moses, 
but  he's  a  daisy!” 

“Well  then,  Mike,  keep  quiet,  and  when  he  awakens  in 
the  morning  he'll  be  a  different  man,”  Murray  Roberta 
whispered.  “Let  the  boy  sleep  and  get  a  good  night’s  rest, 
for  heaven  knows  he  needs  it.  He’ll  be  all  right  in  the 
morning,  and  then  he  can  talk.” 

“Talk  is  it?”  repeated  Mike.  “Talk  is  it?  Shure’  an’ 
1  could  talk  for  a  week  widout  stoppin’,  but  I  suppose 
Misther  Robert  lie  can’t  talk  widout  havin’  a  bit  av  sleep 
(irst — -shure,  but  lie’s  the  divil’s  own  bye,  an’  he’ll  pass  in 
any  crowd.  Bad  luck  to  him,  but  lie’s  as  good  a  bye  as  iver 
looked  through  the  bottom  av  a  whisky  glass,  not  to  say 
anything  else.” 


Bold  Bob  slept  until  morning;  The  physician  had  sne 


cess fully  removed  the  bullet,  and  therefore  there  was  no 
danger.  To  be  sure  be  had  a  high  fever,  but  the  good  doo 


tor  said  that  would  in  time  w/^r  away,  so  the  two  watchers 
were  not  at  all  alarmed. 

“Shure  an’  the  bye  is  a  wee  bit  out  av  bis  head,”  Mike 
whispered  confidentially  to  his  partner.  “He’s  a  bit  looney, 
as  yez  can  see  for  yerself,  but  moind  me  words,  lie’s  shure 
to  come  out  all  roiglit,  for  lies  (lie  whitest  bye  that  ever 
got  inside  av  a  pair  av  pants.  Ah,  but  if  iverybody  was 
loike  Bold  Bob,  shure  an’  we'd  afther  havin’  no  th  rouble.” 


"liul  »‘\crv  one  is  not  like  Bold  Bob,  Mike,”  Murray 
Roberts  said  slowly.  “Once  in  ten  years  you  meet  one  like 
him;  but  you  don't  meet  them  every  day.  1  wish  to  heaven 
i hey  were  all  alike  and  we  would  have  far  less  trouble,  for 
he  is  the  whitest  man  in  America." 

“An’  he  is  the  whitest  man  I  iver  did  see,"  said  Mike, 
drawing  his  coat  sleeves  across  his  eyes.  “Heaven  knows  1 
niver  saw  a  betther  bye,  but  good  gracious,  what  can  I  do 
wid  him?  He  is  as  good  as  an  angel,  an’  lie  is  all  right, 
but  blast  me  if  I - ” 

“We’re  not  talking  as  far  as  money  goes,”  Murray  Rob¬ 
erts  said  with  dignity:  “we’s  only  talking  of  the  future 
of  one  of  our  most  promising  young  men,  and  I  want  to 
save  him.” 

“Well,  my  dear  boy,  as  far  as  I  can  see,  you  are  going 
to  save  him  ;  in  fact,  we  are  going  to  save  him,”  the  doctor 
answered  in  a  sympathetic  voice.  “I  say  now  what  I  said 

V  J  J 

in  the  start — he  must  be  kept  quiet,  then  lie  will  be  all 
right.  His  nervous  system  has  received^  shock  that  it 
will  take  some  time  to  get  over,  but  once  the  crisis  is 
passed,  and  he  is  all  right,  I  shall  trust  you,  Mike,  to  take 
good  care  of  him,  for  I  know  you  are  an  excellent  nurse; 
in  fact,  there’s  none  in  the  whole  town  that  can  equal 
you.” 

“Shure,  an’  yez  are  right  there,  doctor,”  Mike  replied, 
with  pride.  “If  iver  anybody  is  sick  in  tli’  whole  country 
—why,  it’s  sind  for  Mike  McCarthy,  for  he’s  th’  bye  that 
will  pull  thim  through  ivery  toime.  Niver  in  all  me  loife 
did  anybody  die  that  Mike  McCarthy  nursed,  an’,  begorra, 
they  niver  will!  Yez  can  bet  yer  loife,  doctor,  I’ll  be 
lookin’  afther  Misther  Robert.” 

“I  hfZ?*-  you  will,  Mike,”  and  the  good-natured  doctor 
smiled,  for  he  well  knew  how  to  tickle  Mike’s  vanity.  “I 
would  far  rather  trust  a  patient  in  your  care  than  with  the 
best  trained  nurse  in  the  world.” 

I  will  simply  add  that  it  was  through  the  good  care  and 
tender  nursing  of  bluff,  honest  Mike  that  Bold  Bob’s  life 
was  saved.  He  was  really  in  a  dangerous  condition,  but 
his  physician  would  never  let  him  know  it.  After  long 
weeks  of  illness  he  finally  arose  from  his  bed,  pale,  weak, 
exhausted,  but  still  the  same  hold,  dauntless  Bob  of  old. 
No  matter  how  weak  his  body  was,  his  courage  was  un- 
dimmed. 

“I  am  ready  to  meet  the  Orangemen  at  any  time,”  he 
said  the  very  first  day  he  was  able  to  sit  up.  “I  do  not 
fear  them  even  in  my  weak  condition.  I  know  we  can 
whip  them  with  one  hand.” 

“True  blue  the  same  as  ever,”  Murray  Roberts  said 
with  a  laugh.  “T  honestly  believe.  Bob.  that  if  you  were 
paralyzed  you  would  'till  insist  upon  fighting.  You  are 
pluck  all  the  way  through  and  I  admire  you  the  more 
for  it." 

As  soon  as  Bold  Bob  was  strong  enough  there  was  an¬ 
other  contest  between  the  Rob  Roys  and  the  Orangemen, 
and  it  i-  needlo-s  to  add  that  the  Rob  Roys  won  the  vic¬ 
tory,  and  a  glorious  victory  it  was  for  them. 

“Didn’t  l  tell  you  that  no  power  upon  earth  could 
cause  the  Rob  Roys  to  weaken?”  the  captain  of  the  team 
said  after  the  game  was  finished,  and  he,  flushed  with 
triumph,  talked  with  Murray  Roberts.  “They  arc  the  ones, 


saying  anything  more."  *3  wf 

“You  bet  your  life  there's  nothing  wrong  with  the  R  ^ 
Rovs,"  Murrav  Ifoberts  responded  promptly,  “.i  hey  'ok'* 
the  cake  every  day  in  the  week,  in  tact  they  take  the  whole 
bakery.” 

“And  they  always  will,”  was  the  quick  reply.  “W  ben 
vou  find  the  Rob  Rovs  beaten,  you  will  find  their  captain 
dead.” 

“By  the  way,”  Murray  Roberts  responded,  with  a  sly 
laugh.  “There  is  one  sugar  plum  in  the  bakery  ol  the 
world  that  you  might  have  for  the  asking,  and  that  dainty 
morsel  is  Miss  Sidney  Worth.  She  is  dead  in  love  with 
you,  Bob,  and  if  you  should  pop  the  question  to-morrow 
she  would  sav  yes.  1  think  she  is  the  sweetest  girl  I  ever 
saw  aside  from  Barbara  Voss..  Of  course  she  comes  first. 
But  Sidney  is  a  girl  well  worth  winning,  and  1  know  she 
is  dead  in  love  with  you,  old  man.” 

“Do  you  really  think  so?”  Bold  Bob  asked,  brightening 
up.  “Do  you  really  think  she  cares  about  me?  Great 
heavens!  if  I  thought  she  did,  I  would  be  the  happiest 
man  in  all  the  world.  But,  Murt,  she  is  rich  and  1  am 
poor,  and  I  haven’t  the  courage  to  ask  her  to  be  my  wife. 
Think  of  it,  Murt,  a  penniless  beggar  like  me.  asking 
Colonel  Worth’s  daughter  to  marry  him.  Why,  the  very 
i  idea  is  simply  ridiculous.” 

“Nothing  of  the  sort,  Bob,”  Murray  Roberts  answered 
with  a  soft  laugh.  “For  love  makes  all  things  level.  1 
know  that  Sidney  Worth  loves  you,  and  that  she  will  not 
hesitate  to  share  her  life  with  you.  What  does  she  care 
for  money,  when  she  has  plenty  of  it?  It  is  the  man,  not 
the  riches  she  looks  after,  and,  Bob,  if  you  are  not  a  fool 
you  will  speak  to  her  at  once.” 

Kind  readers,  il  is  needless  to  say  that  our  hero.  Bold 
Bob,  did  speak  to  pretty  Sidney  Worth,  and  he  was  ac¬ 
cepted.  It  was  as  Murray  Roberts  said,  she  did  not  care 
for  money,  for  she  had  plenty  of  it.  Robert  MacGregor 
finished  his  course  at  the  college,  and  then  he  and  Sidney 
were  married.  A  week  later  Murray  Roberts  and  Barbara 
\  oss  followed  suit,  so  two  couples  were  at  last  made  happv. 
That  made  no  difference  with  the  Rob  Roys,  however,  for 
Bold  Bob  is  rtill  the  captain  of  the  team. 

.Vs  for  Henry  Selden,  ho  has  disappeared,  where,  no  one 
know s,  and  stiangc  to  relate  no  one  is  sorrv,  not  even  ihe 
members  of  the  Orangemen. 

THE  END. 
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TIMELY  TOPICS 


A  nit  wearing  a  diamond  ring  on  its  neck  yas  lately 
k  lied  by  a  eat  in  a  barn  belonging  to  Uria  J.  Allen,  at 
N  w  Gretna,  X.  «T.  Two  years  ago  the  ring  was  lost  by 
Mi>s  Maggie  Adams,  and  it  is  supposed  the  rat,  when 
<v  unvr  and  small,  contrived  to  work  its  head  through  the 
ring  until  it  lodged  on  its  neck,  where  it  remained. 

4  °  _ ’ _ 

Dr.  D.  B.  Downey,  one  of  the  city  physicians  of  Detroit, 
-is  back  at  his  desk  after  being  laid  up  for  five  months  with 
diphtheria  of  the  eye,  contracted  when  a  child  he  was 
treating  for  diphtheria  coughed  in  his  face.  Dr.  Downey 
was  blind  for  two  months  and  had  to  be  led  around,  and 
for  several  weeks  was  laid  up  in  St.  Mary’s  Hospital. 
Diphtheria  of  the  eye  is  a  very  rare  affliction. 

During  a  circus  at  Goshen,  Ind.,  the  home  of  X.  W. 
Manrow,  a  councilman,  was  entered  by  a  stranger,  who 
told  those  who  saw  him  lie  was  a  friend  of  the  Manrow 
*  family.  He  obtained  $22  in  money  and  jewelry  worth 
^*250  before  the  police  could  answer  a  telephone  call.  The 
\aluables  belonged  to  Miss  Minnie  Vinson,  a  school  teacher, 
who  rooms  at  the  Manrow  residence  and  who  went  to  the 
I  circus. 


Miss  Mary  Porter  was  married  to  James  E.  Burton  at 
| Holliday,  west  of  Hannibal,  Mo.,  recently.  Their  com- 
*  bined  height  will  not  equal  eight  feet  and  their  total 
weight  is  but  147  pounds.  The  bride  weighs  70  pounds 
0  and  is  17  inches  in  height.  The  bridegroom  is  one  inch 
■  Her  and  weighs  seven  pounds  more.  Burton  is  forty 
years  old  and  the  bride  is  twenty-six.  Each  has  had  oilers 
~4  to  travel  with  shows. 


How  female  labor  figures  in  Russia's  organization  of 
her  industries  for  tiie  production  of  munitions  is  told  by 
rl  hopia>  Stephens  of  a  large  American  engineering  linn. 
‘‘Everywhere  in  Russia  they  are  making  the  greatest  pos- 
I  Abie  use  of  women’s  labor,”  he  says.  “I  visited  one  large 
p  fai  tory  where  they  make  hand  grenades  and  high  explosive 
shelD  1  ^w  hundreds  of  women  at  work  on  lathes,  drill- 
L  ing  machines  and  stamping-out  machines.  The  manager 
?  1  me  that  the  women's  labor  was  just  as  efficient  as 

that  of  the  men.” 

— 

Mrs.  Marv  Smith,  who  conducts  a  restaurant  in  Man- 
jdattan,  Kan.,  was  robbed  recently  of  $51.  The  money 
wa*  fr;D'T!  from  a  box  of  heavily-scented  face  powder  in 
v.  hicn  M  -  Smith  had  concealed  it.  The  same  night  the 
I  <*  nt  of  the  Union  Pacific  depot  sold  a  negro  a 
\u\tt  to  Junction  City  and  noticed  that  the  money  he  rc- 
r'-ived  mv.  heavily  perfumed.  The  agent  was  able  to  give 
|%  >  (  -f  rip! ion  of  the  negro  to  the  officers,  and  several  busi- 

Lj<«  wptn  of  Junction  City  remember  receiving  some  of 
I  the  oerfurned  money.  Because  he  shed  tainted  money  as 
I  iM.  t  r  ,<  ha  O-'-n  trailed  to  Kansas  Citv,  hut 

(brre  hi*  roll  appcmMitiy  gave  out,  as  no  further  trace  of 
■  litn  h ry  ei:  found. 


Frogs  and  turtles  are  taking  Donald  Carpenter  and 
Harvey  Kerr  through  the  University  of  Kansas.  The  two 
students  have  devised  a  scheme  to  supply  the  university 
biological  laboratories  with  frogs  and  turtles  for  experi¬ 
ments  and  are  being  well  rewarded  financially.  Because 
of  the  dry  climate  of  Kansas- few  frogs  or  turtles  are  found 
there.  The  university  tried  importing  the  3,000  frogs  and 
1,500  turtles  it  uses  each  year  from  Chicago  and  Detroit, 
but  the  long  trip  proved  impractical.  On  a  vacation  trip 
to  the.Ozarks,  Carpenter  and  Kerr  caught  a  large  number 
of  the  amphibians  and  dumped  them  in  the  water-filled 
cellar  of  a  deserted  house  in  Lawrence,  Kan.,  where  they 
multiplied  rapidly  enough  to  meet  all  the  needs  of  the 
laboratories. 


The  term  “blue  stockings,”  as  applied  to  women  with 
literary  tendencies,  is  not  now  considered  cither  elegant 
or  appropriate,  although  as  first  used  there  was  some  war¬ 
rant  for  its  employment.  Its  origin  is  traced  to  the  da\\s 
of  Samuel  Johnson,  and  was  applied  then  as  now  to  women 
who  cultivated  learned  conversations  and  found  enjoyment 
in  the  discussion  of  questions  which  had  been  monopolized 
by  men.  About  1750  it  became  quite  the  thing  for  ladies 
to  form  evening  assemblies,  when  they  might  participate 
in  talk  with  litefarv  and  ingenious  men.  One  of  the  best- 
known  and  most  popular  members  of  one  of  these  assem¬ 
blies  was  said  to  have  been  a  Mr.  Still ingfleet,  who  always 
wore  blue  stockings,  and  when  at  any  time  he  happened 
to  bo  absent  from  these  gatherings  it  was  usually  remarked 
that  “we  can  do  nothing  without  blue  stockings,”  and  by 
'degrees  the  term  “blue  stockings”  was  applied  to  all  gath¬ 
erings  of  a  literarv  nature,  and  eventually,  to  the  ladies 

./V  */ 

who  attended  the  meetings. 


Bart  Mullenhoff,  an  Indian  trader  of  Darlington,  Okla., 
tells  an  interesting  story  of  one  of  the  first  trains  to  mil 
over  the  Rook  Island  tracks  near  the  agency.  The  laying 
of  the  rails  was  a  wonderment  to  the  Indians.  AH  day 
they  would  watch  the  steel  being  linked  together.  At  last 
the  track  was  completed  and  trains  placed  in  motion.  At 
first  the  Indians  would  not  approach  within  two  miles  of 
the  engines,  for  they  believed  the  engines  to  possess -the 
spirit  of  the  devil.  Their  ideas  of  the  devil  had  been 
gained  from  the  description  given  by  the  missionaries, 
After  a  while  their  fears  abated  a  little.  The  Indians  dis¬ 
covered  the  iron  monsters  could  not  leave  the  track  made 
bv  the  white  man.  The  Indians  secured  ropes  and 
stretched  them  across  the  tracks,  the  ropes  being  tied  to 
trees  on  each  side  of  the  right  of  way.  Uoncealing  them¬ 
selves  in  the  brush,  the  Indians  waited  to  sec  1  he  iron 
horse  stopped  by  their  ropes.  A  passenger  train  came 
speeding  southward  and  snapped  the  ropes  as  though  they 
were  twine.  The  Indians,  beholding  this  great  strength, 
fled  in  terror,  and  it  was  a  great  while  before  they  were 
convinced  that  the  invader  was  not  the  Old  Nick  him¬ 
self. 
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William  tie  Brular,  of  Brazil,  Incl.,  who  has  been  a 
grave  digger  since  1881,  has  dug  more  than  3,500  graves. 
He  has  removed  more  than  262,500  cubic  feet  of  earth 
and  rock  from  graves  alone.  Of  the  3,500  graves  171 
were  for  persons  who  met  death  by  accident,  5  were  vic¬ 
tims  of  murderers,  1  was  a  murderer  who  took  his  own 
life  and  63  were  for  persons  who  had  committed  suicide. 
Mr,  de  Brular  was  formerly  a  minister. 


Henry  K.  Kraybill  is  the  champion  smoker  at  the  Uni¬ 
versity  of  Chicago  and  will  smoke  the  equivalent'  of  a 
cigar  five  feet  long.  Every  day  lie  Avill  smoke  sixty  stogies, 
and  he  will  burn  them  down  to  an  inch  of  the  butt.  It 
isn’t  for  his  own  pleasure  that  Kraybill  is  performing  this 
Marathon  act.  He  is  making  a  scientific  experiment,  test¬ 
ing  the  burning  qualities  of  tobacco  treated  with  different 
kinds  of  fertilizer  while  growing.  Kraybill  is  a  graduate 
of  the  Pennsylvania  State  Agricultural  College. 


Grantsburg/ Wis.,  peaceful  as  it  is,  boasts  of  the  largest 
chief  of  police  in  the  world.  He  is  Gus  Anderson,  who 
is  seven  feet  four  inches  in  height,  and,  though  perfectly 
proportioned,  weighs  3 10  pounds.  He  is  the  only  tall 
member  of  a  big  family,  and  came  here  from  Sweden, 
where  he  was  bom  in  1872.  He  served  a  short  time  on 
the  police  force  at  Superior,  until  he  was  stricken  with 
typhoid  fever.  This  giant  came  to  this  country  in  L394, 
and  for  thirteen  consecutive  years  has  been  chief  of  police. 
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The  use  of  dogs  as  draft  animals  has  been  developed® 
a  greater  extent  in  Belgium  than  in  any  other  country  in 
the  warmer  climes.  Before  the  war  devastated  the  lit® 
kingdom  it  was  a  common  thing  to  see  a  Belgian  wonitti 
driving  a  team  of  dogs  to  market  with  a  load  of  milk.  On 
the  return  home  the  animals  were  unharnessed  and  brought 
into  the  kitchen,  where  they  slept  by  the  fire.  1  lie  stoiy 
is  told  of  a  pair  of  dogs  in  Liege  which  used  to  pull  a 
small  two-wheel  caid  with  their  owner,  a  young  artist,  to 
a  coffee  house  in  the  suburbs.  Arriving  at  the  inn,  tft 
dogs  would  be  unharnessed  and  brought  inside,  where  they 
would  lie  down  by  the  table  as  the  master  was  refreshing 
himself.  Most  of  these  draft  dogs  are  said  to  come  from 
a  breed  that  is  an  offshoot  of  the  Danish  dog.  None  has 
been  imported  into  the  United  States,  but  it  is  worthy  of 
note  that  thev  are  being  used  during  the  war  to  haul  the 
American  machine  guns  into  position. 


JOKES  AND  JESTS 

Mamma — Oh,  see,  Willie,  your  little  brother  can  stand 
all  alone.  Aren't  you  glad?  Willie  (aged  six) — Sure! 
Now  I  can  get  him  to  hold  an  apple  on  his  head  while  I 
shoot  it  off  with  my  bow  arrow,  can’t  I? 


Teacher — Johnny,  write  on  the  blackboard  the  sentence 
“Two  heads  are  better  than  one.'’  Now,  Johnny,  do  you 
believe  that?  Johnny — Yes'm.  ’Cause  then  you  kin  get 
a  job  in  a  dime  museum  and  make  lots  o'  money. 


The  doctor  looked  solemn.  “You  must  keep  quiet,"  lie 
said;  “talk  as  little  as  possible  and  under  no  circum¬ 
stances  speak  above  a  whisper.”  “In  that  case,"  she  re¬ 
plied,  thoughtfully,  “you  must  keep  my  husband  away 
from  me.” 


Applicant — Please,  ma  am.  can  you  help  a  poor  man 
who  is  out  of  work?  Woman — I  think  I  can  find  some¬ 
thing  for  you  to  do.  Applicant  (gratefully)—1 T 
if  you  could  give  me  some  washing  to  do— I'll  take  it 
home  to  my  wife. 


\\  In  is  it,  asked  the  curious  guest,  “that  the  poor 
men  usually  gi\e  larger  tips  than  rich  men?"  “"Well, 
sub,  said  the  nailer,  'do  po  man  don't  want  nobodv  ■ 
tin  out  be  po  .  an  de  rich  man  don't  want  nobody  to  liu’ 
out  he's  rich,  suh.” 


May  Stehle,  in  charge  of  the  cloakroom  at  the  Hotel 
Washington,  Seattle,  Wash.,  is  untippable.  I  f  she  would 
take  tips  she  could  make  $2,500  a  year  in  addition  to  her 
salary*.  “But,”  she  says,  “I  would  lose  mv  self-respect.” 
The  hotel  management  could,  if  it  desired,  lire  Mis>  Stehle 
and  save  her  salary  and,  to  boot,  sell  the  cloakroom  “privi¬ 
leges”  for  $150  a  month.  But  the  mere  fact  that  it  has 
an  employee  who  actually  spurns  ti|x  has  proved  such  an 
advertisement  that  the  hotel  can’t  afford  to  let  MGs  Stehle 
go  if  it.  wanted  to — which  it  doesn’t.  The  traveling  pub¬ 
lic  cannot  believe  it«  ears  when  it  bear-  Miss  Stehle  rcfu>es 
tips.  “Thank  you.”  she  says  with  u  gracious  smile,  “but 
1  do  not  take  tips.” 


Edna,  aged  four,  had  beard  some  one  use  the  wor 
“sockdolager,"  and  asked  her  little  six-year-old  brotW 
wlmt  it  meant.  “Why,"  ho  replied,  win,  an  ah 
scaling  superior  knowledge,  “it's  when  von  .  t->  <-l„J 
and  the  preacher  gets  tired  of  talking,  and  he  -ns,  'U 
us  now  sing  the  sockdolager.’” 


Frit/.,  a  German  lad,  and  little  Toinmv  were  vrrv  fond 

of  ,  ;"1'  n|,";r-  i'l'lHMigh  nnh.  i  . .  Ml] 

the  other  said.  “Why.  Tmuim."  -nd  ]  •„  vtJ 

playmate  does  not  *peak  English.  does  |ir»“  "\  ,  “  .  I 

I  onimv.  “Put  when  a  bumhlehor  Mm,..  |n,u 
he  cried  iu  English,  and  I  uhdorstood  huu."  * 
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TOOL  CRAZY  NELL. 


By  Kit  Clyde 


ft  “Yes.**  1  thoughtfully  replied  to  a  query  addressed  to 
■k'  by  *  lifelong  friend  who  had  dropped  in  to  see  me. 
“Ye-,  you  are  right.  Every  room  in  this  building,  everv 
di-  r.  everv  window,  has  its  history.  Sad  histories,  too. 
\  rv  sa  .  some  of  them.” 

“1  -iiould  very  much  like  to  hear  you  relate  the  history, 

sa\  of  one  room. 

“Yes.  I  suppose  so,"  thoughtfully,  and  then  bidding  mv 
xe<  no.  minion  follpw  me,  1  led  him  to  a  room  on  the  ground 
t!  -r.  The  door  was  no  longer  locked,  there  was  no  need 
for  that,  for  the  poor  creature  who  had  been  its  inmate 
had  died  the  night  before.  Already  the  body  had  been 
prepared  for  the  grave. 

|  It  was  tliai  a  woman,  young,  of  slender  figure,  with  a 
nm-t  beautiful  face.  ZMy  companion  was  affected  by  the 

sight. 

“And  was  she  crazy?”  be  asked. 

“Po- lively  so — incurable  and  violent." 


“What  produced  her  madness?’ 


‘Tt  was  hereditary.” 

‘‘And  this  room  could  tell  of  her  history  ?”  remarked 
Wv  companion  as  we  left  it. 

“Yes,  and  of  a  dozen  others  equally  as  sad,’’  I  answered. 
“Poor  Crazy  Nell.” 

“Tell  me  of  her.” 

“I  will,”  I  replied,  as  we  resumed  our  seats  in  my  office, 
and  I  told  him  the  story  of  Nell  nearly  in  the  following 
words :  ' 

Insanity  is  a  thing  so  frequently  and  easily  transmitted 
'firm  parents  to  children  that  a  person  suspected  of  being 
taint  -d  with  madness  should  never  be  allowed  to  marry 
and  have  children.  There  should  be  a  law  to  prevent  it, 
a:,  that  law  should  be  rigidly  enforced, 
f  But  I  started  to  tell  you  of  poor  Nell  lying  dead  there. 
Nell  s  grandmother  once  received  a  most  terrible  shock 
by  seeing  a  man  murdered  in  the  street. 

Her  child,  born  soon  afterwards,  felt  the  influence  of 
t!  '  -hock  through  all  her  life. 

Yow  hero  is  where  the  law  should  have  stepped  in,  and 
said:  “Thh  woman  shall  not  marry:  it  is  wrong,  for  she 
wili  transmit  to  her  children  this  taint  of  insanity,  or 
1  h  rvousness  " 

Hat  there  was  no  law  to  say  this,  and  Mary  Nash  mar¬ 
red. 

Sensible  as  you  and  I  are,  under  ordinary  circumstances, 
■he  would  become,  as  I  have  said,  actually  crazy  at  times. 

1#  ■  M  ir  -  husband  suddenly  died,  and  shortly  after 

i  NVU  was  lx»rn. 

^  So  Sell  grew  up.  Years  passed  on.  She  became  a  girl, 

•  <1  il  >  n  a  woman. 

,Vmcr  \»-t  h;.<l  a  -ingle  trace  of  her  mother’s  insanity 
ropv- '  oi.t  u  Y<  11,  and  they  began  to  hope  that  she  was 
Wr  it  fr o*si  t*  iK  Hut  they  learned  differently  when  one  day 

■  )>  f  ftr> to<'f  w.*  •  thrown  into  a  paroxysm. 

Sell  a  *  mother  while  in  this  fit  “he  had  never 

H  imti  \r  .  for*  ,i  a  time-  and  she  became  almost 

1*4  Much  worked  up  J.  i  mother,  from  pure  sympathy. 


Of  the  latter  feeling  there  exists  a  wonderful  lot  be¬ 
tween  persons  whose  minds  are  diseased. 

Nell  was  nearly  nineteen  at  the  time,  and  engaged  to  be 
married  to  a  fine  young  fellow  who  loved  her  dearly,  and 
whom  she  in. return  loved  with  a  deep  devotion. 

It  was  wrong.  They  should  never  have  been  allowed 
to  meet  so  freely  to  learn  to  love  each  other,  to  agree  to  ho 
married. 

George  Morrill  knew  nothing  of  the  truth  with  Nell's 
mother. 

He  only  saw  in  her  a  sensible,  kind,  hut  sad-faced 
woman,  a  woman  who  seemed  to  bear  some  secret  burden 
of  sorrow  that  it  was  not  his  business  or  right  to  inquire 
into. 

Far  less  did  he  suspect  that  the  beautiful  creature  whom 
he  so  dearly  loved,  who  was  all  love,  all  gentleness,  who 
showed  the  wealth  of  her  affections  in  the  warmth  of  her 
kisses,  who  was  kind  to  even  the  flies  and  insects — far  less, 
we  say,  did  he  suspect  that  it  needed  only  a  peculiar  set  of 
circumstances  to  make  of  tier  a  raving  lunatic. 

Nell’s  mother  was  horrified  when  she  learned  of  Nell’s 
sympathy  with  her  during  the  “spell.” 

She  knew,  under  the  circumstances,  that  it  would  be 
wrong  for  Nell  to  marry.  But  the  wedding  day  was  al¬ 
ready  set,  and  the  bridal  dress  was  even  then  in  the  process 
of  making. 

AVliat  was  to  he  done? 

George  Morrill  must  know  :  he  must  not  be  allowed  to 
marry  Nell  in  ignorance  of  what  might  occur  at  any  mo¬ 
ment. 

But  up  to  within  a  week  of  the  wedding  day  he  had  not 
be  ell  informed,  and  then  they  were  forced  to  tell  him. 

Nell  was  attacked  herself.  She  had  experienced  the  first 
“spell,”  as  her  mother  called  these  attacks. 

George  Morrill  listened  to  the  history  of  the  case  with  a 
sinking  heart.  Would  it  he,  right  for  him  to  marry  a 
woman  likely  to  become  insane? 

Nell’s  paroxysm  had  passed,  and  she  was  lying  on  a 
sofa  in  an  adjoining  room,  pale,  wan  and  pitiful-looking. 

Her  lover  went  in  and  saw  her  thus.  Sympathy  and 
pity  united  with  his  love,  and  he  could  not  help  taking 
her  in  his  arms. 

“The  day  is  set,”  he  said.  “We  will  be  married  as  if 
nothing  had  happened.” 

“1  was  not  aware  that  I  was  so  cursed,”  explained  Nell. 
“I  would  not  have  deceived  you,  indeed  1  wouldn’t.” 

“1  know  it,  darling.” 

“But  is  it  best  to  marry  me?  Will  you  not  have  reason 
to  regret  the  step?” 

“1  hope  not.  We  will  he  married,  Nell.  They  are  but 
‘spells,’  brought  on  by  one  thing,  and  that  one  thing  we 
must  try  to  avoid.  And  then  you  can  try  and  conquer  the 
feeling;  such  things  can  he  done,  I  know.” 

“Yes,  I  will  try,”  she  said,  in  a  hopeful  tone,  but  in¬ 
wardly  she  felt  how  useless  it  would  he,  for  during  her 
“spell”  she  had  h‘en  far  more  violent  than  her  mother 
ever  laid  been. 

Well,  the  dav  came,  and  they  were  married-  wrong  as 
it  was. 

Nell's  mother  had  come  to  love  George  Morrill  ns  dearly 
as  though  lie  had  been  her  <m\  ii  son,  and  when  the  eeremonv 
was  finished  she  took  him  in  her  arms  and  kissed  him,  aud 
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then  blessed  him  and  prayed  that  lie  might  never  have 
cause  to  regret  this  step. 

“1  never  shall,  1  am  sure,”  answered  George  Morrill,  en¬ 
folding  in  his  arms  his  radiant-faced  bride. 

For  two  weeks  everything  went  along  smoothly,  and  np 
to  this  time  George  Morrill  had  seen  no  reason  to  regret 
his  marriage  to  Nell,  who  tripped  around  the  house,  happy 
as  a  bird,  singing  soft  and  low,  her  heart  brimful  of  hap¬ 
piness,  her  face  bright  and  radiant. 

And  then  came  the  dreadful  denouement,  the  result  that 
might  have  been  foreseen. 

It  was  on  a  Sunday. 

Nell  was  suddenly  seized  with  one  of  her  spells. 

Nell  became  very  stiff  and  rigid,  like  a  very  corpse,  for 
the  space  of  a  few  seconds.  , 

Then  every  fiber  of  her  body  began  to  thrill,  to  twitch, 
and  her  muscles  contracted  spasmodically. 

A  convulsion  seized  her. 

Her  face  began  to  work,  her  eyes  became  red  and  in¬ 
flamed  with  an  awful  passion. 

All  reason  was.  gone.  She  was  insane;  did  not  know 
that  she  loved  this  man,  that  he  was  her  husband. 

Her  mother  would  have  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 
.  Not  so  with  Nell. 

She  wanted  to  crush  down  the  thing  which  angered  her, 
and  with  a  terrible  look  on  her  beautiful  but  horribly  dis¬ 
torted  face,  she  caught  up  the  heavy  china  pitcher  and 
threw  it  at  her  husband. 

George’s  back  was  toward  her;  he  did  not  know  what  she 
was  about. 

It  felled  him  to  the  floor,  to  which  the  pitcher  then  fell, 
and  was  shattered  into  a  thousand  fragments. 

Dazed,  stunned,  aware  only  that  his  life  was  in  danger, 
George  Morrill  crept  on  his  hands  and  knees  to  the  door, 
into  the  hall,  and  then  somehow  managed  to  grasp  the 
balustrade,  reach  his  feet,  and  then  tottered  down  the 
stairs. 

Lurching  forward,  he  sustained  himself  erect  in  the 
doorway  of  the  sitting-room  for  a  minute. 

■  Then  he  let  go  and  took  a  few  tottering  forward  steps. 

Nell’s  mother  saw  him. 

Crazed — yet  aware  that  it  was  George  who  was  lying 
there — the  old  woman  moaned,  and  groaned,  and  shrieked, 
as  she  knelt  there  on  the  floor. 

“George — George! — my  son,”  shuddering,  her  eyes  tight¬ 
ly  shut.  “George — my  son — dear  son — speak  to  me,  tell 
me  you  are  not  dead  !*’ 

But  a  hollow  moan  was  the  onlv  reply. 

And  ’mid  all  this  tumult  the  door  opened  again  and  a 
slender,  tall  figure  glided  in. 

Tt  was  Nell. 

•  The  spell  was  passed. 

The  beautiful  face  was  calm  as  a  summer’s  morning, 
a;ul  sweet  and  happv-looking. 

“W  hat  is  the  matter?”  she  cried,  as  she  saw  her  husband 
stretched  on  the  floor.  “George- -husband — what  has  hap¬ 
pened  ?” 

“Matter?  You  have  killed  him!” 

Nell  bent  forward,  saw  the  bruised  und  bleeding  head, 
and  with  one  shrill  cry  fell  to  the  floor  in  another 

paroxysm. 


The  servant  lifted  George’s  head. 

He  cast  one  tender  glance  toward  his  writhing  wife. 
and  then  slowly  sank  back,  dying,  with  these  words  oaB 
lips : 

“Poor — poor  Nell !” 

She  had  heard  her  husband’s  dying  words,  and  during 
the  months  of  her  captivity  here,  they  arc  Hu-  <  r<L 

which  she  has  ever  uttered;  and  as  they  weie  Gem  go  .  Ior- 
rill’s.  thev  were  also  her  dying  words,  falling  from  iB 
lips  as  she  drew  a  last  fluttering  breath. 

To  your  query,  I  answered:  “Yes,  that  every  room,' 
ever}’  door,  every  window,  of  this  building,  has  its  talflj 
And  that  is  a  partial  history  of  what  that  one  room  could 
tell  had  it  a  tongue. 


GLEN  ISLAND  TO  GO 


Joseph  P.  Day  offered  on  the  premises  on  June  15, 
at  absolute  trustees"  auction  sale,  by  order  of  Langdon  P. 
Marvin,  trustee  for  the  Glen  Island  Realty  Development 
Company,  bankrupt,  Glen  Island  and  its  entire  equipment, 
including  all  buildings  and  personal  property  now  on  the 
island.  * 

Glen  Island  for  the  last  twenty-five  years  has  been  a 
popular  place  of  amusement  for  Westchester  County.  The 
Bronx  and  part  of  New  York  City.  It  is  located  about 
380  feet  from  the  New  Rochelle  shore,  and  is  completely 
surrounded  by  the  waters  of  Long  Island  Sound,  and  is  in 
close  proximity  to  Hunter’s  Island  and  Davenport’s  Neck 
and  Fort  Slocum,  and  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  City 
Island  and  Travis  Island. 

The  island  consists  of  approximately  eighty  acres  of. 
land  and  twenty-five  of  riparian  rights.  The  parklike 
grounds,  with  winding  asphalt  walks,  large  old  shade  trees, 
shrubbery,  summer  houses,  small  lakes  with  grottoes,  statu¬ 
ary,  bronze  figures  of  animals  and  lighted  drives,  all  tend 
to  make  it  one  of  the  most  picturesque  of  amusement 
places. 

Attached  to  this  offering  of  real  estate  is  the  personal 
property  ol  the  Glen  Island  Realty  and  Development  Com¬ 
pany,  which  includes  the  entire  crockery,  glass  ware,  ovens 
and  everything  necessary  for  the  successful  operation  of  the 
island.  I  nique  in  this  offering  is  the  sale  of  the  museum 
property,  which  includes  mummies  of  the  year  33  B.  C..' 
Indian  iclics  Irom  the  Stone  Age.  Egvptian  relics  from 
the  eighth  century,  headed  work  made  by  the  American 
Indians,  a  piano  made  for  John  Jacob  Astor  in  the  year 
liT>.  together  with  an  autograph  letter  ordering  -umo.i 
«L«'sk  on  which  Aaron  Burr  wrote  his  challenge  to  Al exM 
der  Hamilton:  the  first  fire  engine  used  in  New  York  Ci^v, 
Hie  last  cannon  fired  by  General  Sherman  on  his  march  to 
the  sea,  and  a  large  amount  of  warring  implements  uatl 
by  the  various  nations,  and  also  a  check  signed  In  Geor# 
Washington. 

The  island  with  the  buildings’  then™  was  offer* 
separately,  as  were  the  various  glassware,  crockery  aid 
copper  ware  and  tlv  ivli,<  in  the  museum.  and  Hen  V\M 

wore  called  f»r  on  the  entire  island,  building*  *ud 
as  one  parcel.  ° 
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NEWS  OF  THE  DAY 

V 


A  'lid den  toothache  which  annoyed  a  horse  at  Indiana- 
I'e.is,  Ind.,  recently  as  it  was  being  driven  to  a  horse  den- 
t i>t  so  impressed  tlie  animal  with  the  neecssitv  for  speed 
that  it  ran  away,  wrecking  a  buggy  and  painfully  injuring 
Andy  Hartmann,  a  farmer  living  southeast  of  Irvington, 
Ind.,  and  his  companion,  Marion  Sutton,  who  were  throtyn 
from  the  vehicle. 


:  Francis  Davis,  colored,  117  years  old.  was  buried  re¬ 
cently  at  the  county  farm,  near  Janesville,  Wis.,  where 
he  had  been  a  charge  for  years.  He  was  in  good  health 
up  to  recently  and  often  recalled  incidents  of  the  war  of 
1812.  He  was  brought  Xorth  by  Wisconsin  soldiers,  who 
marched  through  Georgia  with  Gen.  Sherman.  His  wife, 
who  died  a  few  years  ago,  did  washing  for  soldiers  in  the 
war  of  1812. 


Mrs.  Reuben  Goldman,  of  Lincolnton,  Ga.,  has  been 
greatly  astonished  lately  at  the  strange  growth  of  stem 
that  has  put  out  from  her  night-blooming  cereus.  It  has 
already  climbed  upward  fully  ten  feet  like  a  stalk  of 
asparagus.  No  other  plant  of  this  kind  has  done  this 
around  Lincolnton,  and  it  is  regarded  by  the  ladies  as  a 
curiosity.  The  only  explanation  lies  in  the  fact  that  there 
are  -everal  kinds  of  cereus.  There  is  one,  for  instance, 
known  to  botanists  as  the  cereus  gigauteus  which  has  a 
column  sixty  feet  tall.  It  grows  in  Texas  and  New  Mex¬ 
ico.  It  may  be  that  Mrs.  Goldman's  cereus  is  a  first  cousin 
to  this  plant. 


Secretary  Daniels  has  announced  that  the  cruiser  Co- 
lumbia.  now  in  reserve  at  Philadelphia,  will  be  commis¬ 
sioned  to  serve  as  a  flagship  for  Captain  A.  W.  Grant,  com¬ 
manding  the  Atlantic  submarine  flotilla,  and  also  as  a 
-choolship  for  the  training  of  additional  men  for  sub¬ 
marine  ser\ ice.  ( 'a  plain  Grant  has  just  left  Washington 
after  conferences  with  Secretary  Daniels,  Admiral  Henson 
ami  officers  of  the  bureau  charged  with  duties  affecting 
submarines.  Since  his  appointment  as  commander  of  the 
submarines  Captain  Grant  has  been  closely  studying  the 
riu  ,11a  and  tlx  best  means  to  provide  for  the  manning  oi 
submarine-  now  nearing  completion. 


Automobile  tourists  can  now  proceed  safely  on  prac¬ 
tically  all  of  the  transcontinental  highways  from  coast  to 
ton* t  i-  the  announcement  just  made  by  tlm  Goodrich  Xa- 
tiona1  Ton  ring  Bureau.  The  large  mountain  snows  that 
\ia  .  •  b.j  ?■  ri<  aded  certain  of  the  paJ>ies  in  the  We.- tern  liioun- 
tin  ran/e-  are  now  cleared,  and  hundreds  of  transconti¬ 
nental  tourbt-  who  were  held  up  ea.-J  of  the  ranges  are  now 
crowing  he  -arm  on  their  way  to  the  Pacific  roast.  The 
.-itioiul  louring  Bureau  has  prepared  complete 
rom*  '!*-•*  ription-  atm  transcontinental  books  covering  all 
*A  I  he  ;>  -  mum  lateral  highway-  from  ('oast  to  coast 

nJui/h  i  ait  b-  primed  gratrr  from  automobile  clubs  or 
i:.p/ugu  1/  4 1  garages. 


The  firm  of  expert  accountants  employed  under  resolu¬ 
tion  of  tlie  House  of  Representatives  of  the  last  Missouri 
Legislature  to  cheek  up  the  business  affairs  of  the  State 
institution  made  public  the  report  which  will  be  submitted 
on  the  penitentiary.  The  great  part  of  the  report  is  de¬ 
voted  to  the  commissary  department,  concerning  which  the 
report  says:  “The  condition  of  affairs  existing  during  the 
early  part  of  the  period  under  review  is  chaotic,  in  so  far 
as  it  was  quite  impossible  for  this  department  to  keep 
track  of  the  prison  supplies.  Our  examination  of  the 
records  of  this  department  are  not  satisfactory  owing  to 
the  lack  of  data.  For  the  two  years  ending  Dec.  31,  1914, 
t'oodst nil's  valued  at  $8,000  in  the  commissary  are  not  ac¬ 
counted  for.  An  allowance  is  made  to  the  warden, 
fixed  by  the  Board  of  Inspectors,”  says  the  report,  “of  oO 
cents  a  day  for  each  of  five  prisoners  who  act  as  servants  in 
his  home.  This  allowance  is  taken  in  the  form  of  food¬ 
stuffs  from  the  commissary,  but  the  food  is  not  such  as 
is  supplied  to  other  prisoners.  It  includes  Maraschino 
cherries,  chocolates,  olives,  after-dinner  mints,  walnuts, 

i 

almonds,  oranges,  grapefruit  and  dainties  of  similar  na¬ 
ture. 


,  m  n 

/  ki 
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Five  years  ago  Bob  Carley  came  to  Glenburn,  Me.,  as  a 
tramp  too  ill  to  travel.  After  recuperating  he  spent  the 
winter  in  cutting' and  shaving  hoop-poles,  earning  a  living, 
and  having  $10  coining  to  him  in  the  spring.  With  this 
money  he  bought  ten  acres  of  alder-grown  hoop-pole 
swamp,  and  began  to  hum  rough  alder  wood  into  charcoal, 
which  he  sold  in  Bangor.  He  used  the  crooked  sticks  for 
making  rustic  lawn  furniture — settees,  chairs  and  rude 
swings — all  of  which  found  quick  sales  among  the  summer 
visitors  who  owned  cottage.-.  Later  in  the  season  he  reaped 
Ions  of  cat-tail  flags,  the  leaves  of  which  are  used  bv 
coopers  fur  chinking  in  between  their  new  barret  staves, 
and  which  sold  for  $(K>  a  ton,  ten  times  the  price  of  or¬ 
dinal  v  meadow  hav.  The  next  winter  he  again  turned 
his  energies  to  making  hoop-poles.  Owing  to  the  rapid 
growth  of  the  alders,  lit1  learned  that-  the  sprouts  would 
grow  from  the  size  of  a  lead  pencil  to  four  and  five  inches 
in  diameter  and  he  lit  for  cutting  in  ten  years.  By  divid¬ 
ing  his  land  into  ten  lots,  each  containing  an  ju  re,  and 
cutting  off  one  acre  every  \eur,  lie  could  keep  up  n  succes¬ 
sion  of  fuel  and  charcoal  for  all  time.  Last  summer 
Carley  Guilt  a  house  costing  nearly  $2,<>IM>.  It  is  finished 
and  paid  for,  and  the  owner  has  money  in  two  hanks,  and 
is  getting  an  iiuome  of  a  year  from  a  strip  of 

swamp  land  which  was  not  thought  to  In*  worth  returningi 
thank-  for,  and  sold  for  about  enough  jo  pay  for  making 
out  the  transfer  papery,  .lust  now  the  citizens  think  the 
ev-lramp  is  one  ot  the  most  successful  men  in  town,  and 

have  offered  to  elect  him  to  Hie  Legislature  so.  he  may 

► 

tea<  h  the  lawmakers  how  to  earn  big  profits  from  muck 

UvVttlllpd. 


30 


WILD  WKST  WEEKLY 


INTERESTING  ARTICLES 


SHOOTING  AWAY  COTTON. 

According  to  an  article  in  the  Independent,  guncotton, 
which  is  cotton  treated  in  a  certain  way,  is  used  in  the 
production  ot'  more  than  two-thirds  of  England’s  output 
of  powder  and  in  more  than  half  of  the  powder  made  in 
Austria,  England,  Sweden  and  Norway,  while  in  the  case 
of  Germany  the  proportion  is  larger.  As  the  powder  fac¬ 
tories  are  now  working  at  more  than  full  time,  some  esti¬ 
mates  are  that  those  of  Europe  are  consuming  cotton  at 
the  rate  of  400,000  bales  a  year. 

It  is  said  further  that  every  time  the  British  dread¬ 
nought  Queen  Elizabeth  fires  one  of  her  15-inch  guns  at 
the  Dardanelles  forts  a  bale  of  cotton  is  finally  consumed, 
and  that  a  first-class  battles!] ip  may  use  while  in  action 
5,000  pounds  of  powder  in  a  minute,  or  from  10  to  12 
bales  of  cotton. 

The  great  war  in  Europe  is  making  a  certain  demand 
for  the  South’s  staple,  but  King  Cotton  distinctly  prefers 
the  much  greater  demands  of  industry  in  times  of  peace. 


SWALLOWED  TADPOLE. 

The  eighteen-months-old  child  of  Mrs.  Harry  Wolf,  of 
Chicago,  is  dead,  following  an  operation  which  disclosed’ 
conditions  that  many  surgeons  had  declared  to  be  impos¬ 
sible.  > 

\\  bile  visiting  her  parents  in  Syracuse,  Kosciusko 
County,  last  summer,  Mrs.  Wolf  permitted  the  baby  to 
drink  hydrant  water.  Within  a  short  time  the  infant  be¬ 
came  sickly  and  lost  flesh.  Treatment  for  indigestion  was 
given,  but  it  did  not  reach  the  seat  of  the  trouble.  Then  an 
X-ray  examination  disclosed  a  black  spot  on  the  stomach, 
and  an  operation  resulted  in  a  frog  weighing  more  than 
half  a  pound  being  taken  from  the  infant. 

Doctors  who  operated  said  they  believed  that  when  the 
child  drank  hydrant  water  at  Syracuse  a  tadpole  was  taken 
into  the  stomach,  and  that  the  frog’  developed  and  lived  on 
milk,  which  was  given  the  patient  in  large  quantities.  Fol¬ 
lowing  the  operation  the  child  improved  rapidly,  and  com¬ 
plete  recovery  was  practically  assured,  when  pneumonia  de¬ 
veloped,  causing,  death. 


Frenchman  suddenly  to  throw  his  arms  into  the  air.  His 
machine  then  began  to  fall,  and  it  came  down  like  a  stone 
inside  of  our  line. 

“The  French  aviator  came  down  under  control.  Once  on 
the  ground,  he  examined  his  machine.  He  found  that 
bullets  fired  by  his  antagonist  had  perforated  Ms  cylinder, 
penetrated  the  steel  shield  at  the  back  of  the  motor,  and 
riddled  his  sails.  The  Frenchman  himself  was  slightly 
wounded  in  the  neck.” 


FOUGHT  AIR  DUEL. 

The  following  official  account  of  an  engagement  between 
a  French  and  a  German  aeroplane  was  given  out  in  Paris 
recently : 

An  enemy  aeroplane  having  been  observed  over  our 
lines  at  Aspach,  near  Thann,  in  upper  Alsace,  one  of  our 
aviator  sergeants  took  wing  and  mounted  in  thirty  minutes 
to  a  height  of  10,500  feet.  At  this  altitude  he  engaged  his 
enemy  with  a  machine  gun. 

‘  To  this  fire  the  German  replied  with  his  machine  gun, 
and  one  of  his  bullets  struck  the  motor  of  the  FreifHi  ma¬ 
chine.  The  sergeant  again  ascended  to  a  position  above 
his  ad\  ersnry  and  fired  three  hands  of  cartridges.  During 

the  third  lound,  thu  German  u viator  win.  oeuii  by  the 


TO  FIND  LOST  EXPLORERS. 

The  three-masted  schooner,  George  B.  Clueft,  of  the 
Grenfell  Association,  under  the  command  of  Captain  If. 
C.  Pickles,  sailed  from  New  York  the  other  day  to  search 
for  the  Crocker  Land  expedition  of  the  American  Museum 
of  Natural  Historv.  She  carries  a  crew  of  eiuht  men  and 
is  provisioned  for  a  two-years’  cruise.  The  schooner  will 
cail  at  Boston  to  embark  seven  passengers,  and  will  stop 
'on  the  outward  voyage  at  the  hospitals  of  the  Grenfell 
Association  along  the  Labrador  coast,  leaving  supplies  of 
food  and  medicine.  Her  cargo  of  stores  of  all  kinds,  coal 
and  medicine  is  valued  at  $15,000.  The  voyage  is  being 
made  under  the  auspices  of  tlie  Museum  of  Natural  His¬ 
tory,  and  is  expected  to  cost  $25,000  above  the  cargo. 

Captain  Pickles  said  lie  did  not  expect  to  stav  away 
more  than  a  year,  but  if  the  missing  Crocker  Land  party 
was  not  found  he  would  remain  away  the  full  two  years. 

The  destination  of  the  schooner  is  Etali,  Greenland, 
f i om  where  the  party  will  continue  its  search  over  tiie  ice. 
The  existence  oi  Crocker  Land,  said  to  have  been  discov¬ 
ered  in  1906  about  60  miles  south  of  the  North  Pole,  was 
declared  to  be  a  myth  in  a  letter  recently  received  from 
Donald  B.  MacMillan,  the  leader  of  the  missin,r  expedi¬ 
tion  sent  out  by  the  Museum  of  Natural  History" in  July, 
1915,  on  the  Diana  to  explore  the  unknown  territory. 

The  letter,  which  reached  New  York  through  Mr.  Hao- 
M Plan’s  agent  in  Copenhagen,  was  dated  May  28.  and  read 
in  part:  Crocker  Land,  reported  semi  by  FVan  in  1900, 
and  indicated  on  the  latest  maps,  does  not  exist  1  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  covering  the  whole  distance  of  1.200  miles  jn 
seventy-two  days  To  us,  standing  on  the  heights  of  Cape 
Thomas  Hubbard,  and  for  several  days  on  the  polar  sea 
there  was  every  appearance  of  an  immense  trad  of  land 
extending  along  120  degrees  of  the  horizon,  hills  Vallev« 
and  snow-capped  peaks.  Further  travel  toward  the  north¬ 
west  caused  it  to  change  its  direction  with  the  revolving 

o  ?h*  **?•  U  ro,,*tanll.V  varied  in  extent  and  ohamot,  r 
and  finally  on  our  last  march  disappeared  entirely  ” 

After  the  return  to  Etui,  the  explore  W1,M0  „uu  they 
|h;ul  P'nniiod  an  expedition  of  1.5uu  )mb  t„  tV  -  „th  ,.f 
!  Lllef  and  Amund  Ringncs  Land. 

The  George  It.  Cluett  is  a  vessel  of  u  ,  „ 
iMiill  in  mil  Mid  prawn . .  i  ' 

. . ""  Laliriitur  akut  Uul 

( commenced  by  Dr.  Wilfred  T,  GivnJKU. 


\ 


II.  F.  LING 


TRICK  MATCHES.  | 

C  onsist  of  a  Swedish  safety 
box,  rtilod  with  matches, 
which  will  not  light,  just 
the  thing  to  cure  the  match 
borrowing  habit.  Price.  6c 
postpaid.  ,  c’’ 

1S15  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  X.  Y. 


.4 


STAR  AND  CRESCENT 
PUZZLE. 

The  puzzle  is  to  sepa¬ 
rate  the  one  star  from 
the  linked  star  and  cres¬ 
cent  without  using  force. 
Price  by  mail,  postpaid 
10c.;  3  for  25c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO., 
20  W.  26th  St.,  X.  Y. 


WTXDOW  SMASHERS. 

The  greatest  sensation,  just 
from  Paris.  A  most  wonder¬ 
ful  effect  of  a  smashing, 
breaking,  falling  pane  or  , 
glass.  It  will  electrify  every¬ 
body.  When  you  come  home, 
slam  the  door  shut  and  at 
the  same  time  throw  the 

discs  to  the  floor.  Every  pane  of  glass  in  the 
house  will  at  once  seem  to  have  been  shat¬ 
tered.  Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  35c.,  a  set 
of  six  plates. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  X.  Y. 

TRICK  CARD  CASE 

A  simple  looking 
case  like  those  con-  ' 
taining  an  ordinary 
pack  of  playing  cards. 
But  the  top  card  is 
only  a  dummy.  Hid¬ 
den  inside  the  seeming 
pack  is  an  ingenious 
mechanism;  when  you  pull  out  the  pack  a  trig¬ 
ger  is  released  and  explodes  a  cap  with  a  loud 
report.  Perfectly  harmless  and  yet  a  source 
of  no  end  of  fun. 

Price.  25c.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 

FRAXK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  X.  Y. 

THE  LITTLE  GEM  TELEPHONE. 

The  transmitter  in 
this  telephone  13 
made  from  the  best 
imported  parchment; 
with  ordinary  use 
will  last  a  long  time; 
can  be  made  in  any 
length  by  adding 
cord;  the  only  real 
telephone  for  the 
money;  each  one  put  up  in  a  neat  box;  fully 
tlustrated,  with  full  directions  how  to  use 
them.  Price,  12c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  XOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  X.  Y. 

THE  CANADIAN  WOXDEP,  CARD  TRICK. 

Astonishing,  wonderful, 
kv  and  perplexing!  Have  you 

/ seen  them?  Any  child  can 
work  them,  and  yet,  what 
they  do  is  so  amusing  that 
the  sharpest  people  on  earth 
^  are  fooled.  We  cannot  tell 
I*  you  what  they  do,  or  others 
*  would  get  next  and  spoil  the 
fun.  Just  get  a  set  and  read  the  directions. 
The  results  will  startle  your  friends  and 
utterly  mystify  them.  A  genuine  good  thing 
If  you  wish  to  have  no  end  of  amusement. 

Price  by  mail,  10c. 
C.  BEIIB,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 

TANGO  TOP 

A  brand  new  novelty. 
More  fun  than  a  circus.  You 
spin  the  post  with  your 
fingers,  and  the  snake  tan¬ 
goes  all  around  the  top  of 
the  circular  metal  box,  with¬ 
out  falling  off,  although  It 
is  not  fastened  in  any  way. 
When  the  post  stops  spin- 
r  -  g,  the  snake  drops  from  the  lid.  What  is 
the  secret  of  its  great  attraction  to  the  post.' 
7ne  marvel  of  The  age. 

f’ri'  10c.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid, 
r  BEHR,  I50  VV  G2d  St.,  New  York  City. 


TIX  MOUSE. 

V  }t  made  of  cast  metal  and 
®?act  color,  shape  and 
size  or  a  live  mouse.  Pinned  on 
your  or  somebody  else’s  clothes,  I 
will  have  a  startling  effect  upon 
.  .  ,  .  spectators.  The  screaming 

fun  had  by  this  little  novelty,  especially  in  the 
presence  of  ladies,  is  more  than  can  be  im¬ 
agined.  If  a  cat  happens  to  be  there,  there’s 
no  other  fun  to  be  compared  with  it 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid;  3  for  25c. 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  X.  Y. 

'RAVELLING  JOKE. 

Yards  upon  yards  of  laughs. 

Don’t  miss  it!  Everyone  falls  for 
this  one.  It  consists  of  a  nice  lit¬ 
tle  bobbin  around  which  is  wound 
a  spool  of  thread.  You  pin  the 
bobbin  under  the  lapel  of  your  coat, 
and  pull  the  end  of,  the  thread 
through  your  button'  hole,  then 
watch  your  friends  try  to  pick  the 
piece  of  thread  off  your  coat. 
Enough  said!  Get  cne!  Price,  12c.  each,  by 
mail.  Postage  stamps  taken  samfe  as  money. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  X.  Y. 

IMITATION  CUT  FINGER. 

A  cardboard  finger, 
carefully  bandaged 
with  linen,  and  the 
side  and  end  are 
blood-stained.  When 
you  slip  it  on  your 
finger  and  show  it  to 
your  friends,  just 
give  a  groan  or  two, 
nu  se  it  up,  and  pull 
a  look  of  pain.  You  will  get  nothing  but 
sympathy  until  you  give  them  the  laugh. 
Then  duck!  Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 

STRING  PUZZLE 

This  puzzle  is  a  won¬ 
der.  It  consists  of  two 
pieces  of  wood.  A  hole 
is  bored  through  the  up¬ 
per  end  of  both.  A  red 
string  passes  through 
the  holes.  Take  a  knife,  ‘ 
insert  it  between  the 
wooden  blocks  and  cut  upwards.  You  separate 
the  pieces  of  wood,  and  the  string  is  ap¬ 
parently  cut  in  two.  Close  the  blocks  to¬ 
gether,  seize  an  end  of  the  string,  and  you 

can  pull  the  entire  cord  through  the  holes, 
absolutely — not  cut.  Very  mystifying. 

Price,  12c.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  20th  St.,  N.  Y. 

THE  FIGHTING  ROOSTERS. 

A  full  blooded  pair  of 
fighting  game  cocks. 
These  liliputian  fighters 
have  real  feathers,  yellow 
legs  and  fiery  red  cembs, 
thoir  movements  when  j 
fighting  are  perfectly  nat¬ 
ural  and  lifelike,  and  the 
secret  of  their  movements 
is  known  only  to  the  operator,  who  can  cause 
them  to  battle  with  each  other  as  often 
and  as  long  as  desired.  Independent  of  their 
fighting  proclivities  they  make  very  pretty 
mantel  ornaments.  Price  for  the  pair  In  a 
strong  box,  10c.;  3  pairs  for  25c.  by  mail, 
postpaid. 

II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

CARD  THROUGH  THE  HAT  TRICK 

With  this  trick  you  bar- 
row  a  hat,  and  appar¬ 
ently  shove  a  card  up 
through  the  crown,  I 
without  injuring  the 
card  or  hat.  The  oper-  | 
ation  can  be  reversed,  j 
the  performer  seemingly  1 
pushing  the  card  down  ! 
'through  tho  crown  Into  I 
the  hat  again.  It  is  a 
trick  which  will  puzzle 
and  Interest  the  closest  observer  and  detection 
is  almost  impossible.  It  Is  so  simple  that  a 
child  can  learn  how  to  perform  it  in  a  few 
minutes. 

Price  10  cents  each,  by  mail,  post-paid 
C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62(1  St.,  New  York  City. 


'OBACCO  HABITS” 


nMm  ■i<«,u,i„t.r.„T 

improve  your  health,  prolong  your  life.  No  more  itomaoh 
|  trouble,  no  foul  breath,  uo  heart  weakness.  Regain  inunly 
vigor,  calia  nerve#,  dear  eyes  and  superior  mental  strength. 
Whether  you  chew;  or  amoke  pipe,  cigarettes,  cigars,  get  my  in¬ 
teresting  Tobacoo  Book.  Worth  its  weight  in  gold.  Mailed  frefu 

E.  J.  WOODS,  228  H  Station  E.  New  York.  N.  Y. 


GREENBACKS 

Pack  of  £1,000  Stage  Bills,  10c;  3  packs,  25o.  Send  for 
a  pack  and  show  the  boys  what  a  WAD  you  carry. 

C.  A.  NICHOLS,  JR.,  Box  SO,  Chili,  N.  Y. 

A  HAY  FEVER  EEMEDY  sent  by 
express  to  you  on  Froo  Yri&l.  If 
it  cures  send  81;  if  not,  don’t. 
Give  express  office.  Write  today. 
HHE.837  Poplar  St.  Sidney.Ohio 

TRICK  COIN 
HOLDER.  —  Tho 

coin  holder  is  at¬ 
tached  to  a  ring 
made  so  as  to  fit 
anyone’s  finger. 
The  holder  clasps 
tightly  a  25c.  piece. 
When  the  ring  is 
placed  on  the  finger  with  the  coin  showing  on 
the  palm  of  the  hand  and  offered  in  change  it 
cannot  be  picked  up.  A  nice  way  to  tip  people. 

Price  by  mail,  postpaid,  10c.  each. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 

THE  FRIGHTFUL  RATTLESNAKE'. 

To  all  appearance  it  is  a 
harmless  piece  of  coiled 
paper  with  a  mouth- 
akj  piece  attachment,  but 
upon  placing  it  to  one’s 
^  mouth,  and  blowing 
into  the  tube,  an  imita¬ 
tion  snake  over  two 
feet  in  length  springs  out  of  the  roll  like  a 
flash  of  lightning,  producing  a  whistling,  flut¬ 
tering  sound  that  would  frighten  a  wild  In¬ 
dian.  We  guarantee  our  rattlesnake  not  to 
bite,  but  would  not  advise  you  to  play  the 
joke  on  timid  women  or  delicate  children. 
Each  snake  packed  in  a  box.  Price,  10c.;  3 
for  25c.,  mailed  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  28th  St.,  X.  Y. 
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AUTOMATIC  RUNNING  MOUSE 

This  mouse  is  so 
Dearly  a  perfect  imi- 
ta ••ion  of  the  live  ani¬ 
mal  as  to  not  only  de¬ 
ceive  the  ladies,  but 
to  even  deceive  the 
I r.r'  lt  *gch  mouse  is  a  set  of  clock 
w-.rV  which  you  w i rid  up  with  a  key,  then 
P  u  -  t  r, »  r/  O'.se  on  the  floor  and  It  wJIl  run 
rap'd'/  . r.  •  n  ry  direction  in  a  circle  across 
If  •  '  oor  !/*'/  card  a  rd  forward  as  if  to  get 

y  rt »  U  agoing  in  a  room 
sr».<  r.  <■  ,  r.  ,,  j.  n/j  y,,t}  will  have  the 

1 ,  <vf  ».g  >  r, *rn  *'  r''*m  and  Jump  upon 

<»  <  '-*>*  )■  - »  •  pe  the  ;i*He  rodent.  This 
BM’-' hsoictsl  rr. •■  ,**  *  wo1  worth  ?,0c.,  hut  we 

■  *»■!  ;<  fo ,  A  .yj  f,  fJ,j  jt  hy  mall  post- 

wo;  /  i  <oil;  ;  v  f  o.  a  w  2dtb  be.  N.  Y 


SPRING  TOPS 

Something  new  for  tho 
boys.  A  top  you  can 

spin  without  a  string. 
This  is  a  decided  nov¬ 
elty.  It  is  of  large 

size,  made  of  brass,  and 
has  a  heavy  balance 
rim.  The  shank  con¬ 

tains  a  powerful  spring 
ar.d  has  an  outer  casing.  The  top  of  the 
shank  has  a  milled  edge  for  winding  It  up. 
When  wound,  you  merely  lift  the  outer  eas¬ 
ing,  and  the  top  spins  at  such  a  rapid  speed 
that  the  balance  rim  keep*  It  going  a  Jong 
time.  Without  doubt  the  handsomest  and 
best  top  in  the  market. 

f  ries  12  rents  'h'Ii,  try  mall,  post-paid 
II.  J  .  LANG,  1815  Centre  bt.,  R’klyn,  N.  Y. 


THE  HIDEOUS  SPEDEE. 

Fun  for  every¬ 
body  with  one  of 
these  handsome 
brutes.  His  body 
is  3  inches  long, 
beautifully  enamel¬ 
ed  green,  with 
white  ridges,  yel¬ 
low  speckles,  bulging  eyes,  and  a  big  red 
mouth.  He  is  armed  with  six  legs  and  two 
Upright  feelers,  made  of  flexible  spiral  springs. 
A  dark,  invisible  thread  attached  to  his  body 
lets  you  shake  him  in  the  air  before  your 
friends’  eyes,  when  the  legs  wiggle  in  a  most 
natural,  lifelike  manner.  Guaranteed  to  make 
any  lady  howl  and  to  scare  the  bravest  hero 
on  earth  out  of  his  boots. 

Price  by  mail,  10c.  each. 
WOLIF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  26th  St„  X.  ¥. 


MAGIC  DIE  BLOCK. 

A  wonderfully  de¬ 
ceptive  trick!  A  solid 
block,  two  Inches 
square,  is  made  to  ap¬ 
pear  and  disappear  at 
pleasure.  Borrowing 
a  hat  from  one  of  the 
— - -  audience,  you  place 

the  block  on  top,  sliding  a  cardboard  cover 
(which  may  be  examined)  over  It.  At  the 
word  of  command  you  lift  the  cover,  the  block 
Is  gone,  and  the  same  Instant  it  falls  to  tho 
floor,  through  the  hat,  with  a  solid  thud,  or 
into  one  of  the  spectator's  hands.  You  may 
vary  this  excellent  trick  by  passing  the  block 
through  a  table  and  on  to  the  floor  beneath, 
or  through  the  lid  of  a  desk  into  the  drawer, 
etc.  This  trick  never  fails  to  astonish  the 
spectators,  and  can  be  repeated  as  often  as 
flesired.  Price,  35c.,  postpaid. 

II.  F.  LANG.  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


BUBBLER. 

T  h  ©  greate« 
invention  of  th 
ago.  T  li  e  bo 
contains  a  blew 
pipe  of  neatl 
enameled  metn 
and  live  tablets 
also  printed  d 
reotlons  for  plaj 
Ing  n  u  m  e  r  o  u 
soap-bubble  games,  such  a  Floating  Hubble 
Repeaters,  Surprise  Bubbles,  Double  Bubble 
The  Boxers,  Lung  Tester,  Supported  Bubble 

Rolling  Bubbles,  Brrmko  Bubbles,  Bounoln 

Bubbles,  and  many  others.  Ordinary  bubbh 
blowing,  with  a  pipe  and  soap  water,  are  m 
in  It  with  this  scientific  toy.  It  product 
larger,  more  beautiful  and  stronger  bubbli 
than  you  can  got  by  tho  ordinary  metho 
The  games  are  Intensely  Interesting,  ton. 

Price,  12c.  by  mi 
II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  Hi.,  U’klyu,  N. 


good  ii’ck  puzzle. 

It  consists  of  three  horsr- 
ehoes  fastened  together. 

Only  a  very  clever  perso.i 
can  take  off  ‘he  closed 
horseshoe  from  the  two 

linked  horseshoes.  But  it 
ca.i  he  done  In  a  moment  when  the  secret  is 
kit)wn.  Price,  by  mall,  10c.  each. 

HtlU  I  NOVKl/l'Y  CO.,  29  IV.  20th  St.,  X.  Y. 


IMITATION  GOLD  TEEII^, 


tiold  pfaied  tooth,  shape  made  so  that  it 
will  fit  any  tooth.  Price,  5c.,  postpaid. 

II.  I  .  LANG,  1815  Centre  St..  B'klyn,  N.  Y.  | 

MARBLE  VASE. 

A  clever  and  puzzling  effect, 
easy  to  do:  tho  apparatus  can 
be  minutely  examined.  Effect: 

A  marble  can  be  made  to  pass 
from  the  hand  into  the  closed 
vase,  which  a  moment  before 
was  shown  empty.  This  is  a 
beautiful  enameled  turned  wood  vase. 

Price.  20c. 

<  .  BLUR,  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


NAME  CARDS 
The  newest  fad  in  picture 
postals.  They  are  beautifully 
lithographed  in  a  variety  of 
colors  and  have  various  names, 
such  as  Harry,  Edith,  etc., 
printed  on  the  reverse  side. 
Just  the  thing  to  mail  to  your 
friends.  Price  6  for  10  oents, 
by  mail,  postpaid. 

II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


Vanishing  coins.— a  coin  held  in  th*. 

palm  of  the  hand  is  made  to  vanish  when 
the  hand  is  closed.  Only  one  hand  used.  No 
practice  required.  Wonderful  effect.  Price.  ?5c. 
C.  BKHK,  150  IV.  02tl  St.,  New  York  City. 


JUMPING  JACK  PENCIL. 


TRICK  CUP. 

Made  of  natural  white  , 
wood  turned,  with  two 
compartments;  a  round, 
black  ball  fits  on  those 
compartments;  the  other 
Is  a  stationary  balk  By  a  j 
little  practice  you  make 
the  black  ball  vanish;  a 
trick  novelty  and  immerse  seller. 

Price,  10c.,  postpaid. 
IT  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


SURPRISE  PERFUME 
BOTTLE. 

Those  in  the  joke  may  freely 
smell  the  perfume  in  the  bottle, 
but  the  uninitiated,  on  removing 
the  cork  will'  receive  the  contents 
in  his  hands.  This  is  a  simple 
and  clever  Joke. 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mail,  post¬ 
paid;  3  for  25c. 

H.  F.  LANG, 

1815  Centre  St„  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


DICE  WATCHES 

One  of  our  best  novelties. 
About  the  size  of  a  watch, 
with  a  nickel  case.  A  glass 
•  face  encloses  several  ivory 
dice.  On  the  rim  of  the  case 
is  a  spring.  By  pressing  it  the 
dice  are  spun  and  scattered. 
The  most  intensely  interesting 
games  can  be  played  with  It. 
It  can  be  carried  in  the  vest  pocket.  For¬ 
merly  sold  for  $1.00.  , 

Price,  30c.  each,  by  mall,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


This  pencil  is  made  up  j 
in  handsome  style  and  1 
looks  so  inviting  that 
—  every  one  will  want  to 

look  at  it.  The  natural  thing  to  do  Is  to 
write  with  it,  and  just  as  soon  as  your  friend  | 
tries  to  write,  the  entire  inside  of  the  pencil  i 
flies  bark  like  a  jumping  jack,  and  “'Mr. 
Nosy”  will  be  frightened  stiff.  It  is  one  of 
our  best  pencil  tricks  and  you  will  have  a 
hard  job  trying  to  keep  it.  Your  friends  will 
try  to  take  it  from  you.  Price  by  mail,  post¬ 
paid,  10c.  each. 

FRANK  SMITH.  383  Leuox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


VAMSHIXO  AND  RE¬ 
APPEARING  EGG.— Very 
flne.  easy  to  perform  and 
it  produces  a  marvelous 
and  mystifying  effect.  Egg 
is  made  to  appear  and 
vanish  right  before  tho 
oyes.  Beautifully  made. 

Prico,  25c. 

,  383  Lenox  Ave..  N.  Y. 


INDIAN  FINGER  TRAP. 

A  couple  can  be  Joined 
together  and  their  strug¬ 
gle  to  be  released  only 
makes  matters  worse.  It 
will  hold  them  as  tight 
as  a  rat-trap,  and  the  more  they  try  to  pull 
away,  the  tighter  it  grips.  Our  traps  are 
extra  long.  Price,  10c.  each;  3  for  25c.  by 
mail,  postpaid. 

C.  BEHR,  150  W.  62d  St..  New  York  City. 


ILY-APART  PENCILS 

The  party  who 
monkeys  with  this 
pencil  suddenly  finds 
it  falling  to  pieces  in 
his  hands.  You  can 
scare  the  wits  out  of 
him  by  saying  he  will 
have  to  pay  tor  it.  But  it  is  easy  to  assemble 
the  pencil  again  in  readiness  for  another  vic¬ 
tim.  You  can  have  60  yards  of  joy  to  ,the 
minute  with  this  innocent-looking  little  device. 

Price,  15c.  each,  by  mail,  postpaid. 
C.  BEHR.  150  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


NEW  TBrr-CENT  FOUNTAIN  PEN. 


One  of  the  meet  ^cMliar  and  mystifying 
pens  on  the  market.  It  requires  no  ink.  All 
you  have  to  do  is  to  dtp  it  in  water,  and  It 
Will  write  for  an  indefinite  period.  The  secret 
can  only  bo  learned  by  procuring  one,  and  you 
can  make  it  c.  source  of  both  pleasure  and 
amusement  by  claiming  to  your  friends  what 
it  can  do  and  then  demonstrating  the  fact. 
Moreover,  it  is  a  good  pen,  fit  for  practical  use, 
and  will  never  leak  ink  into  your  pocket,  as  a 
defective  fountain  pen  might  do. 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mail. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO„  29  W.  26th  St„  N.  Y. 


WE 


WANT  YOU 

TO  READ 


“Moving  Picture  Stories” 

A  Weekly  Magazine  devoted  to  Photoplays  and  Players  ::  Absolutely  the  finest  little  publication  on  the  news-stands 

W~PRSCE  5  CENTS  A  COPY 


ISSUED  EVERY  FRIDAY 

BEAUTIFUL  COLORED  COVER  DESIGNS 


THIRTY-TWO  PAGES 
FINE  HALF-TONE  FRONTISPIECES 

New  portraits  of  actors  and  actresses  every  week  -  Get  a  copy  of  this  weekly  magazine  and  see  what  It  Is 

EVERY  NUMBER  CONTAINS 

Six  Gripping  Stories,  based  on  the  latest  and  best  films,  each  profusely  illustrated  with  fine  half-tones  of  scenes  in  the 
plays. 

Photographs  and  Biographies  of  the  most  celebrated  Photoplay  actors  and  actresses. 

Sjiecial  Articles  relating  to  Moving  Pictures,  written  by  the  greatest  authorities  in  the  film  business 
News  Notes  from  the  studios  about  the  doings  of  everybody  of  prominence  connected  with  the  Photoplays 
.Scenario  Hints  and  the  names  of  all  the  companies  who  may  buy  the  plays  you  write. 

Poems.  Jingles,  Jests  and  every  bright  feature  calculated  to  interest  both  voting  and  old 

GET  A  COPY  NOW  front  your  uewsdealer,  or  send  us  5  cents  in  money  or  postage  stamps  and  w  ill 
you  the  latest  number  issued.  *  m"11 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher 

168  West  23d  Street 


New  York 
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- LATEST  ISSUES - 

Young  Wild  West's  Duel  With  a  Dozen  ;  or,  Arietta's  Only 

Young  Wild  West  Trailing  a  Treasure;  or.  Outwitting  the  Road 
A^vnt  8. 

Young  Wild  West  Ruling  a  Ranch  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Cowgirls 
Young  Wild  West's  Straight  Shot;  or,  Cornered  in  a  Chasm 
Young  Wild  Wests  Mexican  Mine:  or,  Arietta  Breaking  a  Siege 
Young  Wild  West's  Hottest  Trail  ;  or.  Winning  a  Rig  Reward 
Youn^  Wild  West  Tracking  a  Horse  Thief :  or.  Arietta  and  the 

Young  Wild  West's  Apache  Friend,  or.  The  Uidden  Gold  of  the 
Pecog 

Young  Wild  West's  Three  Shots;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Rattlesnakes 
Young  Wild  West  and  the  "Sky  Pilot .  or.  The  Ropers  of  Rough 
and-Ready  Ranch  ,  .  _  , 

Young  Wild  West's  Lucky  Drop  .  or.  Arietta  and  the  Outlaws 
Young  Wild  West’s  Wild  West  Show;  or.  Caught  in  the  European 
War. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Kaiser;  or.  The  Big  Show  in  Berlin. 
Young  Wild  West  Under  Fire;  or,  Skirmishing  on  the  French 
Frontier.  _  , 

Young  Wild  West  Helping  the  Red  Cross;  or,  The  Crown  Princes 
Gratitude. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Servian;  or.  The  Shot  That  Saved  a 
Genera  1 

Young  Wild  West's  Neutrality;  or.  Accused  by  Germans  and  Allies 
Young  Wild  West  and  the  French  Spy;  or.  The  Honor  of  ar. 
American. 

Young  Wild  West  at  the  Forts;  or.  Outwitting  a  Russian  Captain 
Young  Wild  West  and  the  Sharpshooters :  or.  Arietta  and  the 

Hindoos.  0  r,  , 

Young  Wild  West  at  the  Flooded  Trenches;  or.  Saving  a  Belgian 

Town 
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Young  Wild  West  Along  the  Yser;  or.  Arietta' 
Young  Wild  West  and  General  Von  Kluck :  or 
the  Ruins 


Wonderful  «bot. 
The  Treasure  of 


Young  Wild 
Young  Wild 
Young  Wild 
Young  Wild 
Young  Wild 
Town. 

Young  Wild 
Young  Wild 
Young  Wild 
Range. 
Young  Wild 
Young  Wild 
Young  Wild 
West. 

Young  Wild 
Young  Wild 
Raid. 

Young  Wild 
Young  Wild 
Young  Wild 
Young  Wild 


Wests  Luck:  or,  Striking  It  Rich  at  the  Hills. 
West's  Victory;  or,  The  Road  Agents  Las  Ho‘d  Ip* 
West's  Pluck:  or,  Bound  to  Beat  the  Bad  Men. 
West's  Best  Shot  ;  or,  The  Rescue  of  Arietta 
West  at  Devil  Creek :  or.  Helping  to  Boom  a  N>w 

West's  Surprise;  or,  The  Indian  Chief  a  Legacy 
West  Missing;  or,  Saved  By  an  Indian  Princess 
West  and  the  Detective:  or,  The  Red  Riders  of  ths 

West  at  the  Stake;  or,  The  Jealousy  of  Arietta 
West's  Nerve;  or.  The  Nine  Golden  Bullets. 

West  and  the  Tenderfoot:  or.  A  New  Yorker  In 

West's  Triumph 
West's  Strategy 


the 

or.  Winning  Against  Great  Odds 
or.  The  Comanche  Chief's  Last 


West's  Grit  :  or. 
West’s  Big  Day 


The  Ghost  of  Guantlet  Gulch, 
or  The  Double  Wedding  at  Weston. 
West's  Great  'Scheme  :  or.  The  Building  of  a  Railroad. 
West  and  the  Train  Robbers;  or.  The  Hunt  for  the 

Youn°ge\Vild 'wesson  His  Mettle  ;  or  Four  AgaiDst  rwenty. 

Young  Wild  West's  Ranch:  or.  I  he  Renegades  of  Riley  s  Run. 
Young  Wild  West  on  the  Trail:  or.  Outwitting  the  Redskins. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Bargain  ;  or.  A  Red  Man  With  a  White  H^ro 
Young  Wild  West's  Vacation;  or.  A  Lively  Time  at  Roaring  Ranch. 
Young  Wild  West  on  His  Muscle:  or.  Fighting  With  Nature# 

Young^Vlfd  West’s  Mistake  :  or,  Losing  a  Hundred  Thousand 


Tor  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price.  5  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps.  o% 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, . 168  West  23d  St’’  New  Yor^~ 


IF  YOU  IVAJVT  yINY  BSlCK  NUMBERS 

of  our  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  W  rite  out  and 
All  in  your  Order  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  weeklies  you  want  and  we  will  send  'hem  to  you  by  return  mail 
POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 


168  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


No  I.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACl'U'M  AND 
DREAM  BOOK. — Containing  the  great  oracle 
sf  human  destiny;  also  the  true  meaning  of 
almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with 
oharms.'  ceremonies,  and  curious  games  o 

=  ay?o.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS:— The  great 
book  of  magic  and  card  tricks,  containing  full 
Instruction  on  all  the  .leading  card  tricks  of 
the  day.  also  the  most  popular  magical  illu¬ 
sions  as  performed  by  our  leading  magicians; 
avery  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT— The  arts  and 

wiles  of  flirtation  are  fully  explained  by  this 
little  book.  Besides  *he  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan.  glove,  parasol,  window  and 
hat  flirtation,  It  contains  a  full  list  of  the 

language  and  sentiment  of  flowers. 

No  4.  IIOVV  TO  DANCE  Is  the  title  of 

this  little  book.  It  contains  full  Instructions 
In  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball¬ 
room  and  at  parties,  how  to  dress,  and  full 
ilrections  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
Aances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  L04  E.— A  com¬ 

plete  guide  to  love,  courtship  and  marriage, 

flving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette  to 
•  observed,  with  many  curious  and  Interest¬ 
ing.  things  not  generally  known. 

No  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE. 

_ Giving  full  Instruction  for  the  use  of  dumb- 

fcolla.  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars,  horizontal 
bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing 
a  good,  healthy  muscle:  containing  over  sixty 
Illustrations 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Hand¬ 
somely  Illustrated  and  containing  full  Instruc¬ 
tions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
sanary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paro- 
oouet.  parrot,  etc. 

ft.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILO¬ 
QUIST. — By  Harry  Kennedy.  Every  In  tel  II- 
gsnt  boy  reading  this  book  of  Instructions  can 
master  the  art.  and  create  any  amount  of  fun 
for  himself  and  friends.  It  Is  the  greatest 
kook  ever  published. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX.— The  art  of  self- 
dsfen'ae  made  easy.  Containing  over  thirty 
Illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  dlffer- 
•  nt  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy 
should  obtain  one  of  these  useful  and  Instruc¬ 
tive  books,  as  It  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  Instructor. 

No  11  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS. 

_ V  most  complete  little  book,  containing  full 

directions  for  writing  love-letters,  and  when 
to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for 

pound  *2nd  o W  TO  W  RITE  LETTERS  TO 
I  a  DIFS  —Giving  complete  Instructions  for 
wrl ting  letters  to  ladles  on  all  subjects;  also 
il.i.rs  of  Introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

*  No  IS.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR.  BOOK  OF 

for  ##le  hi  »ll  newsdealer#,  or  will  be  #eut  to 

TBANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 


ETIQUETTE. — It  Is  a  great  life  secret,  and 
one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know  all 
about  There's  happiness  In  It. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY  . — A  com¬ 
plete  hand-book  for  making  all  kinds  of 
candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. 
— One  of  the  brightest  and  most  valuable 
little  books  ever  given  to  the  world.  Every¬ 
body  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beauti¬ 
ful,  both  male  and  female.  Ths  secret  Is 
simple,  and  almost  costless. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVEN¬ 
ING  PARTY. — A  complete  compendium  of 
games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recita¬ 
tions.  etc.,  suitable  for  parlor  or  drawing¬ 
room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for 
the  money  than  any  book  published. 

No  21  HOW  TO  HI  NT  AND  FISH.— The 
most  complete  hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever 
published.  It  contains  full  Instructions  about 
guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fish¬ 
ing.  together  with  description  of  game  and 
fish. 

No  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— 
Hellei'8  second  sight  explained  by  his  former 
assistant.  Fred  Hunt.  Jr.  Explaining  how  the 
secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the 
magician  and  the  boy  on  the  stage;  also  giv¬ 
ing  all  the  codes  and  signals. 

No.  23  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— 
This  little  book  gives  the  explanation  to  all 
kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky  and 
unlucky  days. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO 

GENTLEMEN. — Containing  full  directions  for 
writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST. — 
Containing  full  Instructions  for  all  kinds  of 
gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises.  Em¬ 
bracing  thirty-flve  illustrations.  By  Professor 
W.  Macdonald. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW.  SAIL  AND  BUILD 
A  BOAT. —  Fully  illustrated.  Full  Instructions 
are  given  In  this  little  book,  together  with  In¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion 
sports  to  boating. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF 
R  ECIT  ATI  ON  S. — Containing  the  most  populp 
selections  In  use.  comprising  Dutch  dialect. 
French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect 
pieces  together  with  many  standard  readings. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— 
Everyone  Is  desirous  of  knowing  what  his 
future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness 
or  misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell 
by  a  glance  at  this  little  book.  Buy  one  and 
be  convinced. 

No.  «ft  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR. 

Every  boy  should  know  how  Inventions  orig¬ 
inated.  This  book  explains  them  all,  giving 
examples  In  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnet¬ 
ism.  optics,  pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc. 

any  address  on  receipt  of  price.  10  ct#.  per  copy. 


No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most 
Instructive  books  on  cooking  ever  published 
It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats,  flsh 
game,  and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes 
and  all  kinds  of  pastry,  and  a  grand  collec 
tion  of  recipes. 

No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER 
•Containing  fourteen  illustrations,  giving  the 
different  positions  requisite  to  become  a  rood' 
speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  con¬ 
taining  gems  from  all  the  popular  authors  of 
prose  and  poetry. 

No.  32.  HOW  TO  RIDE  A  BICYCLE.— 

Containing  instructions  for  beginners,  choice 
ot  a  machine,  hints  on  training,  etc.  A  com 
plete  book.  Full  of  practical  Illustrations. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES.— A  com 
plete  and  useful  little  book,  containing  the 
rules  and  regulations  of  billiards.:  bagatelle 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONl'N DRUMS. 
— Containing  all  the  leading  conundrums  of 
the  day.  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches  and 
witty  sayings. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN 
DOCTOR. — A  wonderful  book,  containing  use¬ 
ful  and  practical  Information  In  the  treatment 
of  ordinary  diseases  and  aliments  common  to 
every  family.  Abounding  In  useful  and  effec¬ 
tive  recipes  for  general  complaints. 

No.  3ft.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS.  POULTRY 
PIGEONS  AND  RABBITS.  A  useful  and  In 
structlve  book.  Handsomely  Illustrated. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAJP8 
— Including  hints  on  how  to  catch  moles, 
weasels,  otter,  rats  squirrels  and  birds.  Also 
how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  Illustrated. 

No.  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  F\n 
MEN’S  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  a  great  va¬ 
riety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the  moet 
famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  Is 
complete  without  this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK 
STUMP  SPEAKER. — Containing  a  Varied  “ 
sortment  of  stump  speeches.  Negro.  Dutch  and 
Irish.  Also  end  men's  Jokes.  Just  the  thing 
for  home  amusement  and  amateur  ihowt. 

No  43  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN. 
— Con  ainInR  the  grandest  assortment  of  mag- 
Ica!  Illusions  ever  placed  before  the  publla 
Also  trick*  with  cards  Incantations  etc. 

No.  44.  HOW  TO  WRITE  IN  AN  41 
BY?Vr\  *ran<1  collection  of  Album 

Ib  '  foran>'  «n<i  occasion,  embrae- 

L  £***  °f.l'0vej  Affection.  Sentiment.  Hu- 
«•■?>•<*.  *nd  Condolence:  also  Vereea 
Suitable  for  \  alentlne*  and  Wedding*. 

No.  45.  Till-  BOJ  S  OI  Mt\  \<>KK  uiv 
STREL  GUIDE  AND  JOKE  HOOK  % o ml* 
thing  new  and  very  Instructor  f,,-,  T 
should  obtain  this  hook,  as  It  contains  twit 
Instructions  for  organising  an  am.  ,  ^ 

'  strel  troupe  " 

or  8  for  25  ct#..  In  money  or  postage  stsmpa  by 

168  Wf*t  224  St..  New  Yox^. 


